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cn ARLxS Mowraevr, 
Oue of be 


Lords of the n 


SIX, 


I w 8 Body 8 I think 
this Play without its 14. e 
ſeveral. I confeſs I deli rar (whatever Vanity or 
Ambition occaſion d that to have written a 
regular Comedy : but I found it an Under- 


ich put 
fruſtraque laboret auſus 
25 bar the Vanity of fach a 
* Attempt, and the 
Yet I muſt take the Bodneſs to fay, I have not miſ- 
whole ; bor 0 with ns Kal Vat, 


Tad 


> Or a 
G cher ick 
and to 


180 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
J have borrow'd one Hint of it any where. I made 
the Plot as ſtrong as I could, becauſe it was ſingle; 


and I made it ſingle, becauſe I would avoid Conſuſi- 
on, and was reſolved to preſerve the three Unities of 


the Drama. Sir, this Diſcourſe is very imperti- 
nent to you, whoſe Judgment much better can dif, 


cern the Faults, than I can excuſe them ; and whoſe 
Good-nature, like that of a Lover, will find out thoſe 
hidden Beauties - there are any ſuch) which it 
wou'd be great Immodeſty for me to.diſcover. I 
think I dow't ſpeak improperly when I call you a Lov- 
er of Poetry; for it is very well known ſhe has been 
a very kind Miſtreſs to you; ſhe has not deny'd you 
the laſt Favour ; and ſhe has been fruitful to you in a 
moſt beautiful Ifſue----If I break off abruptly here, 
J hope every Body will underſtand that it is to avoid 
a Commendation, which, as it is your Due, would 
be moſt eaſy for me to pay, and too troubleſome for 
you to receive. 

I have, ſince the Acting of this Play, hearken'd 
after the Objections which have been made to it; 
for I was Conſcious where a true Critick might have 
put me upon my Defence, I was prepared for the 
Attack ; and am pretty confident I could have vin- 
dicated ſome Parts, and excuſed others; and where 
there were any plain Miſcarriages, I would moſt in- 
genuouſly have confeſs'd em. But I have not heard 
any thing ſaid ſufficient to provoke an Anſwer. 
That which looks moſt like an Objection, does not 
relate in particular to this Play, but to all or moſt 
that ever have been written; and that is Soliloquy. 
Therefore I will anſwer it, not only for my own 
ſake, but to ſave others the Trouble, to whom it 


may hereafter be objected. 


grant, that for a Man to Talk to himſelf, ap- 
pears abſurd and unnatural ; and indeed it is fo in 
moſt Caſes ; but the Circumſtances which may at- 
tend the Occaſion, make great Alteration. It often- 
| | times 
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| times happens to a Man, to have Deſigns which re- 
quire him to himſelf, and in their Nature cannot ad- 
mit of a Confident, Such, -for certain, is all Vil- 
lany ; and other Jeſs miſchievous Intentions may be 
very improper to be Communicated to a ſecond Per- 
ſon. In ſuch a Caſe therefore the Audience muſt 
obſerve, whether the Perſon upon the takes any 
notice of them at all, or no, For if he ſuppoſes any 
one to be by, when he talks to himſelf, it is mon- 
ſtrous and ridiculous to the laſt . Nay, not 
only in this Caſe, but in any Part of a Play, if there 
rr e any Knowledge of an Audience, it is 
inſufferable. But otherwiſe, when a Man in Soliloquy 
reaſons with himſelf, and Pro's and Con's, and weighs 
all his Deſigns : We ought not to imagine that this 
Man either talks to us, or to himſelf; he is only 
thinking, and thinking ſuch Matter as were inexcufa- 
ble Folly in him to ſpeak. But becauſe we are con- 
ceal'd Spectators of the Plot in Agitation, and the 
Poet finds it neceſſary to let us know the whole 
Myſtery of his Contrivance, he is willing to inform 
us of this Perſon's T ts; and to end is 
forc'd to make uſe of the Expedient of Speech, no 
other better way being yet invented for the Commu- 
nication of Thought. | | 


Another ver Objection has been made b 
ſome, who — IPD to diſtinguiſh the 
Characters. The Hero of the Play, as they are 
pleas'd to call him, (meaning Mellefont) is a Gull, 
and made a Fool, and cheated. Is every Man a 
Gull and a Fool that is deceiv'd ? At that rate I'm 
afraid the two Claſſes of Men will be reduc'd to 
one, and the Knaves themſelves be at a loſs to juſ- 
tify their Title: But if an Open-hearted honeſt 

an, who has an entire Confidence in one whom 
he takes to be his Friend, and whom he has oblig'd 
to be ſo ; and who (to confirm him in his Opinion) 
in all Appearance, and upon ſeveral Trials has been 
fo; If this Man be ray he by the Treachery = 
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the other ; muſt he of neceflity commence Fool im- 
mediately, only becauſe the other has prov'd a Villain? 
Ay, but there was Caution given to Mellefont in the 
firſt Act by his Friend Careleſs, Of what Nature 
was that Gaution ? Only to give the Audience ſome 
Light into the cter of Mashwell, before his 
A ce; and not to convince Mellefont of his 
T Feachery ; for that was more than Careleſs was 
then able to do: He never knew Mashwell guilty of 
any Villany ; he was-only a ſort of Man which he 
did not like. As for his ſuſpecting his Familiarity 
with my Lady Touchwood : Let em examine the 
Anſwer that Mellefont makes him, and compare it 
2 the Conduct of Maskwel's Character through 
the Play. N 

1 — 'em again to look into the Character 
of Mashuwell, before they accuſe Me/lefont of Weak- 
neſs for being deceiv'd by him. For upon I 
up the 3 into this Objection, it may be 
they have miſtaken Cunning in one Character, ſor 
Folly in another. a ; 

But there is one thing, at which I am more con- 


cerned than all the falſe Criticiſms that are made = 


me; and that is, ſome of the Ladies are offe 
I am heartily ſorry for it, for I declare I would ra- 


ther diſoblige all the Criticks in the World, than one 


of the fair Sex, They are concerned that I have 
repreſented ſome Women Vicious and Aﬀected : How 
can I help it? It is the Buſineſs of a Comick Poet to 


paint the Vices and Follies of Human-kind ; and 


there are but two Sexes, Male, and Female, Men 
and Vomen, which have a Title to Humanity: And 
if I _ ay half re out, = 28 will be 
imperfect. I ſhould be ve of an Opportunity 
to make m Seeed Ladies who are 
offended: But they can no more expect it in a Co- 
medy, than to be Tickled by a Su „when he's 


letting em Blood. They who are Virtuous or Diſ- 
| creet, 
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The Epil Dedicator y. 
creet, ſhould not be offended ; for ſuch Characters as 
2 them, and make their Beauties more 
ſhining and obſerv'd : And they who are of the other 
kind, may nevertheleſs-paſs for fuch; by 3 
to be e difpleas'd, or touch d with the Satire of this 
Comedy. © Thus have they alſo wrongfully accus d me 
of doi ng them a Prejudice, When have in reality done 
2 
You will pardon me, Sir, for the Freedom I take 
dg CH ee in an Epiſtle 
which wholly'to be ſacred to you : But ſmnce 
[ intend Play to be ſo too, I hope I may take the 
more Liberty of Jullifing it, where it is in the Right. 
I muſt now, Sir, declare to the World, how kind 
you have been to my Endeavours; for in regard 
of what was well —3 you have excus'd what was 
il perform'd. I beg you would continue — 


Method in your of this Dedication. I 
iow no ther of making a Return to that Hu- 
hw of ing an Jafanc, but by 


— uin our Saves, correla at An 
come into the World. Therefore be pleas'd to ac- 
cept of this as an Acknowledgement of the Favour you 
have ſhewn me, and an Earneſt of the real Service 
* mene 


81, 515 ; 
" Yar Mot Oblied, 


_ Humble Mo" 


* Willam Congreve. 


To my Dear Friend 
CONGREMPE, 


On his COMEDY, call'd, 


The DovusLs- DEALER, 


WW ELL then; the promis'd Hour is come at laft; 
The preſent Age of Wit obſcures the paſt : 
Strong were our Sires ; and as they Fought they Writ, 
Conqu'ring with Force of Arms, and Dint of Nit: 
Theirs was the Giant Race, before the Flood ; 

And thus, when Charles return d, our Empire flood. 
Like Janus, he the ſtubborn Soil manur'd, 

With Rules of Husbandry, the Rankneſ5 cur d: 
Tam'd us to Manners, when the Stage was rude; 
And boiſf rous Engliſh Wit, with Art indu'd. 

Our Age was cultivated thus at length; 

But what aue gain'd in Shill, we la in Strength. 
Our Builders were, with Want of Genius, ww; of 
The Second Temple was not like the Firſt : 

'Till Yeu, the beſt Vitruvius, come at length, 

Our Beauties equal; but excel our Strength, 
Firm Dorique Pillars found pour. folid Baſe : ; 


The fair Corinthian crowns the higher Space: 
Thus all below is Strength, and all above is Grace. 
In eaſy Dialogue ts Fletcher's Prai/e : | 

He mod the Mind, but had no Pow'r to raiſe. 
Great Johnſon did by Strength of Judgment pleaſe : 
Yet doubli ing Fletcher's Force, be wants his Eaſe. 


Tn diff*ring Talents both adorn'd their Age ; 
ne for the ut bot her for the Stage. 


But 


2 


Ar. CONGREVE. 


But both to Congreve i ſhall ſubmit, © 

One match'd in Judgment, both „er- matched in Wit. 

In Him all Beauties of this Age wwe ſee, 

Etherege bir Courſgibip, Southern's Purity ; 

The Satire, Wit, and Strength of Manhy Wicherly. 

All this in blooming Youth you have atchiev'd; 

Nor are your foil d Contemporarie: griev'd; 

So much the Saueetneſi of your Manners move, 

We cannot envy you, becauſe we Love. 

Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he ſaw 

4 Beardle/s Conjul made againſt the Law, 

And join his Suffrage to the Votes of Rome; 

Though he with Hannibal was overcome, 

Thus old Romano bow'd to Raphael's Fame ; 

And Scholar to the Youth he taught, became. © 
Oh that your Brows my Laurel had ſuftain'd, 

Well had I been depoi'd, if You had Reign'd ! 

The Fathir had deſcended for the Son; 

For only You are lineal to the Throne. 

Thus when the State one Edward did depeſe; 

A Greater Edward in his Room aroſe. 

But now, not I, but Poetry is curi'd; 

For Tom the Second Reigns like Tom the Firſt. 

But let 'em not miſtake my Patron's Part; 

Nor call his Charity their own Deſert. 

Vet this I Propheſy ; Thou ſhalt be ſeen, 

(Tho' with ſome ſhort Parentheſi; between : ) 

High on the Throne of Wit; and ſeated there, 

Net mine ( that's little ) but thy Laurel wear. 

Thy firſt Attempt an early Promiſe made, 

That early Promiſe this has more than paid, 

So bold, yet fo judiciouſly you dare, 

That your leaft Praiſe is to be Regular. 

Time, Place, and Action, may with Pains be zwrought, 

But Genius muſt be born; and never can be taught. 

This is Your Portion; this Your Native Store; 


Hearn, that but once was Prodigal before, 
Te Shakeſpear gave as much ;/he cou d not give him more. 


; 
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For tis impoſſible you ſhou'd proceed. 

Already I am worn with Cares and Age; 

And juſt abandoning i ungrateful Stage: 
Unprofitably kept at Heawn's Expence, 

T live a Rent-charge on his Providence : 

But You, whom ev'ry Muſe and Grace adorn, 
Whom I foreſee to better Fortune born, 

Be kind to my Remains ; and ob defend, 

Againſt your F udoment, your departed Friend 11 
Let not th inſulting Foe my Fame purſue ; 
But ſhade thoſe 7 aubich deſcend to Tu: 
And take for Tribute what theſe Lines expreſi; 
You merit more; amor con d my Love do leſs. 


Maintain your Poft : That's all the Fame you ned; 


1 ng 5 


Se 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


OORS bevethi: Way ( a: Story tells) to know 
Whether their Brat: are truly got, or nv; 


M 


Into the Sea the New-born Babe is thrown, 
There, ar Inflin## diredi, to fen, or drown. 


4 barbarous ary to 


Has Ao of s-- religion 
iy Poets make of Plays: 


QSechare the Trick Pats make of Þ 6&1 
g/ does our Authir, this bis Child commit | 3 
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For Life will fl long ere it fink down: C 

And will at It riſe thrice, before it drown- . 

Let us confider, had it been our Fate, : 

Thus hardly to be prov'd Legitimate! 

I zwill not ſay, wid all in er been, 

Were each to ſuffer for bis Mother 's Sim: 

But, by my Troth, I cannot avgid thinking, 

How nearly fome good Men might have "'ſcaffd fonking.. 

But Heaw'n be prais'd, this Cuſtom is confin'd 

Alone to th' Offspring of the Muſes kind : 

Our Chriflian Cocke are more bent ta Pity; 

I know not one Moor- Husband in the Ci 

Ith' good Man's Arms the Chopping Baſlard 33 

For he thinks all his own that is bis Nivel. : 
* — Fate is for this Play defign d, 

The Poet's ſure he ſhall ſome Comfort find: 

For if his Muſe has þlay'd him falſe, the worfl 6 


That can befall him, is to be divorc'd ; 
Vou Husbands judge, if that, be to be Curs'd. 


Drama- 


Dramatis Ferſonæ. 
M E N. 


* 


Maikwell, A Villain; een 8 h 
Friend to Mellefont, Gallant to Mr. Ber- 3 * 
Lady \ Touchwwoed, and in Love f n. 

with Cynthia. 

1 3 bret to ett Mr. Kynefton. 

Mellefont, pro to, in 
2 — Conthia. 5-4 Wiſkans. 


Careleſi, his Friend. Mr. Ferbruggen, 
Lord Frotb, A Solemn Coxcomb. Mr. Bowman. 
Briad, A pert Coxcomb. Mr. Powell. 
Sir Paul Phant, An Uxorious, Fool- 
- iſh, old Knight; Brother to Lady þ Mr. Dogger. 
D and Father to Cynthia. 
WOMEN. 


Lady e In Love with Mellefone. Mrs. Barry. 
. Cynthia, Daughter to Sir Paul by 
a former Wife, promiſed to Mel Mrs Bracegirdlt, WW | 
lefont. 
Lady Froth, A great Coquet; Pre- 
_ to Poetry, Wit, and Learn- Þ Mrs. Mountfort. 


ing. 
Lady Phant, Inſolent to her Hus- dun L ab 


band, and eaſy to any Pretender. 70 
| * 
Chaplain, Boy, Footmen, and am. | 13 

. 
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i The SCENE, A Gallery in the Lord Touch | = 
wood's Houſe _ Chambers SE the 
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DovBLE-DEALER. 


ACTI SCENE IL 


Gallery in the Lord Touchwood's 
Houſe, with Chambers adjoining. 


Enter Careleſs, Croſſing the Stage, with his Hat, 
Gloves, and Sword in bis Hands ; as juſt riſen 
from Table : Melleſont following bins. 


MELLEFONT. 


E D, Ned, whither ſo faſt ? What, turn'd 
! Flincher ! Why, you wo'not leave us? 
Care. Where are the Women? I'm wea- 
Wc ry of guzling, and begin to gy then the 
73048 Ae better Company. 

7 he Mel. Then thy Reaſon faggers, and 
thou*rt almoſt Drunk. 

Care. No, Faith, but your Fools grow noiſy ——and 
if a Man muſt endure the Noiſe of Words without Senſe, 
think the Women have more Muſical Voices, and be- 
come Nonſenſe better. 


Mal. 
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Mel. Why, they are at the end of the Gallery ; retir'd 
to their Tea, and Scandal ; according to. their Ancient 
_ Cuſtom, after Dinner. But 1 made a Pretence to 

follow you, becauſe I had ſomething to fay to you in pri. 
vate, a6d Tam ant Like to havy,meny Oppertantis this 


Evening. - 
Care, And here's this Coxcomb moſt critically come to 
interrupt you. ET "I | 
SCENE II. 
[To them] Brisk. 


Brik. Boys, boys, Lads, where are you? What, do you 
give ground? Mortgage for a Bottle, ha? Carele/5, this is 
your Trick; you're always ſpoiling Company by leaving 
1 | 


| Care. And thou art always ſpoiling Company by com- 
ing into't. 
Brist. Pooh, ha, ha, ha, I know you envy me. Spite, 
proud Spite, by the Gods! and burning Envy I'll be 
' judg'd by Me/lefont here, who gives and takes Raillery 
better, you or I. Pſhaw, Man, when I ſay you ſpoil 
Company by leaving it, I mean you leave no Body for 
the Company to laugh at. I think there I was with you, 
ha? Mellgfont. 
Mel. O' my Word, Brick, that was a home thruſt, you 
have ſilenc'd him. | 
Brisk. Oh, my Dear Mellefont, let me periſh, if thou 
art not the Soul of Converſation, the very Eſſence of Wit, 
and Spirit of Wine, The Duce take me, if there were 
three good Things ſaid, or one underſtood, ſince thy Am- 
putation from the Body of our Society, He, I think 
that's pretty and metaphorical enough : I'gad 1 could not 
have laid it out of thy Company, an what _ 
Care. 
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Care. Hum, ay, what ist? 

Brisk. O, Mon Caur ! What is't! Nor end rains; 
you for want of Apprebenſion: The Duce take me if I 
tell you. 

Mel. No, no, hang him, he has no Ta 
lear Frist, excuſe me, I have a little Buſineſs. 

Care.Pr'ythee get thee gone ; thou ſee ſt we areſerious- 

Mel. We'll come immediately, if you'll but go in, and 

keep up good Humour and Senſe in the Company: Pr'y- 
thee do, they 'I fall aſleep elſe. 

Brick. T'gad ſo they will Well I will, I will, gad you 
tall command me from the Zenith to the Nadir.—But 
the duce take me if I ſay a good thing till you come. 
lut pr'ythee dear Rogue, make haſte, pr'ythee make haſte, 

| { ſhall burſt elſe. — And yonder your Uncle, my Lord 
ſchawvoed, (wears hell difinberit you, and Sir Pau/Phant 

eaten to diſclaim you for a Son-in-Law, and my Lord 

ö Froth won't dance at your Wedding to Morrow ; nor, 
the Duce take me, I won't write your Epi 
md ſee what a Condition you're like to be . 

Mel. Well, I'll ſpenk but three Werds, 7 | 


— _" "_ . 


Mel. Faith'ris a good-natur'd Coxcemb, and has very 
atertaining Follies—You muſt be more humane to him: 
i this Juncture, it will do me Service. I'll tell you, I 
wuld have Mirth continued this Day at any race; the 
htience purchaſe Folly,and Attention be paid with Noiſe: 
N Safe may be unſeaſonable, as wen 
as 


— 


e 
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as Truth. Pr'ythee do thou wear none to Day; but al. 
low Bris# to have Wit, that thou may'ſt ſeem a Fool. 
Care. Why, how now ; why this extravagant Propoli 
tion ? | 

Mel. O, I would have no room for ſerious Defgn,for 
fot jealous of a Plot. I would have Noiſe and Imper. 
tinence keep my Lady Touchæuood s Head from working: 
For Hell is no more buſy than her Brain, nor contains 
more Devils, than that Imaginations. 

Care. I thought your Fear of her had been over It 
not to Morrow appointed for your Marriage with Cyntbia; 
and her Father, Sir Paul Phant, come to ſettle the Wri⸗ 
tings this Day, on purpoſe ? 

Mel. True; but you ſhall judge whether I have not 
Reaſon to be alarm'd. None beſides you, and Maskavell, 
are acquainted with the Secret of my Aunt Touchwood's 
violent Paſlion for me. Since my firſt Refuſal of her 
Addreſſes, ſhe has endeavour'd to do me all ill Offices 
with my Uncle; yet has manag'd 'em with that Subtily, 
that to him they have born the Face of Kindneſs ; while 
her Malice, like a dark Lanthorn, only ſhone upon me, 
where it was directed. Still it gave me leſs Perplexity to 
prevent the Succeſs of her Diſpleaſure, than to avoid the 
Importunities of her Love; and of two Evils, I thought 
my ſelf favour'd in her Averſion: But whether urg d by 
her Deſpair, and the ſhort Proſpect of Time ſhe ſaw, to 
accompliſh her Deſigns; whether the Hopes of Revenge, 
or of her Love, terminated in the View of this my Mar- 
riage with Cynthia, I know not; but this Morning ſhe 
ſurpriz'd me in my Bed.- 

Care. Was there ever ſuch a Fury J tis well Nature has 
not put it into her Sex's Power to raviſ Well, blels 
us! proceed. What follow'd ? 

Mel. Whatatfirſtamaz'd me; for I look'dto have ſeen 
her in all the Tranſports of a ſlighted and revengeful Wo- 
man: But when I expected Thunder from her Voice, anc 
Lightning in her Eyes; I ſawher melted-into Tears, ” 
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huſh'd into a Sigh. It was long before either of us ſpoke, 
Paffion had ty'd her Tongue, and A mazement mine. 
ſa ſhort, the Conſequence was thus, ſhe omitted nothing 
that the moſt violent Love could urge, or tender Words 

z which when ſhe ſaw had no effect, but ſtill I 
pleaded Honour and Nearneſs of Blood to my Uncle then 
ame the Storm I fear'd at firſt : For ſtarting from my 
Bed-fide like a Fury, ſhe flew to my Sword, and with 
nuch ado I prevented her doing me or her ſelf a Miſchief: 
Having diſarm'd her, ina Guſt of Paſſion ſhe left me, and 
in a Reſolution, confirm'd by a thouſand Curſes, not to 
doſe her Eyes, till they had ſeen my Ruin. 

Care. Exquiſite Woman! But whatthe Devil does ſhe 
think, thou haſt no more Senſe, than to get an Heir upon 
her Body to diſinherit thy ſelf: for as I take it this Sertle- 
nent upon you, is, with a Proviſo, that your Uncle have 
10 Children. 

Mel. It is fo. Well, the Service you are to do me, will 
be a Pleaſure te your ſelf; I muſt get you to engage my 
Lady Plant all this Evening, that my pious Aunt may 
not work her to her Intereſt. And if you chance toſecure 
her to your ſelf, you may incline her to mine. She's 
handſom, and knows it; is very filly, and thinks ſho has 
denſe, and has an old fond Husband. 

Care. I confeſs, a very fair Foundation for a Lover to 
build upon. 

Mel. For my Lord Froth, he and his Wife will be ſuf. 
iciently taken up, with admiring one another, and Bris#'s 
Gallantry, as they call it. I'll obſerve my Uncle my ſelf; 
and act Maskwell has promiſed me, to watch my Aunt 
urrowly, and give me notice upon any Suſpicion. As 
for Sir Paul, my wiſe Father-in-law that isto be, my Dear 
(ynthia has ſuch a ſhare in his Fatherly Fondneſs, he 
would ſcarce make her a A _— to have her hap- 
V hereafter. 

Care. So, you have * your Works : but I wiſh 
jou may not have the weakeſt Guard, where the Enemy 
k ſtrongeſt, Mel. 


we 
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Mel. Maskwell, you mean; pr'ythee why ſhould you 
ſuſpect him? 

Care. Faith I cannot help i it, you know I never lik'd 
him; I ama little ſuperſtitious in Phyſiognomy. 

Mel. He has Obligations of Gratitude, to bind him tome; 
his Dependence upon my Uncle is through my Means. 

Care, Upon your Aunt, you mean. 

Mel. My Aunt! 

Care. I'm miſtaken if there be not a Familiarity be. 
tween them, you do not ſuſpect: Notwithſtanding her Paſ- 
ſion for you. 

Mel. Pooh, pooh, nothing in the World but his Defign 
to do me Service ; and he endeavours to be well in ber 
Eſteem, that he may be able to effect it. 

Care. Well, I ſhall be glad to be miſtaken ; but, your 
Aunt's Averſion in her Revenge, cannot be any way ſo effe- 
ctually ſhewn, as in bringing forth a Child to diſinherit 
you. She is handſom andcunning, and naturally wanton, 
Macxkewell is Fleſh and Blood at beſt, and Opportunities be- 
tween them are frequent. His Affection to you, you | 

have confeſſed, is grounded upon his Intereſt, that you 
have tranſplanted; and ſhould it take Root in my Lady, 
I don't ſee what you can expect from the Fruit. 

Mel. I confeſs the Conſequence is viſible, were your 
Soſpicions juſt. — But * the Company is . up, 
let's meet em. 


Annen 
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and Brisk. 


Id. Touch. Out upon't, Nephew Leave your Facher- 
5 2 mne Ground againſt young 
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| | * 

Mel. I beg your Lerdſhip's Pardon We were juſt re- 
uming.— 
Sir Paul. Were you, Son ? Gedkbad mlrbonarns ie 
Good, ſtrange ! I ſwear I'm almoſt tipſy—t other 
Boule would have been too powerful far me,—as ſure as 
can be it would. —We wanted your Company, but Mr. 
Brizik—Where is he? I ——— vow, he's a moſt fa- 
cetious Perſon—and the beſt Company.—And my Lord 
Frath, your Lordſhip is ſo merry a Man, ke, he, be. 

Ld. Froth. O foy, Sir Paul, what do you mean? Merry 
Obarbarous! I'd as lieve you call'd me Fool. 

Sir Paul. Nay, I proteſt and vow now, tis true; when 
Mr. e ig your Lordſhip's Laugh does ſo become 

you, he, 

14. Fretb. Ridiculous ! Sir Paul you's rangely mik 
taken, I find Champagne is powerful. I aſſure you, Sir 
Pau, I laugh at no Body's Jeſt but 2 Lady's; 
| afſure you, Sir Paul. 

Brist. How ? how, my Lord? what affrone my Wir! 
let me periſh, do I never ſay any thing worthy to be 
wgh'd at? 

Ld. Froth. O foy, don't miſapprehend me, I don't ſay 
b, for I often ſmile at your Conceptions. But there is 
nothing more unbecoming a Man of Quulity, than to 
Laugh ; tis ſuch a vulgar Expreſſion of the Paſſion l every 
body can laugh. Then eſpecially to laugh at the Jeſt of 
u inferior Perſon, or when any elſe of the ſame 
Quality does not laugh with one; ridiculous! To be plea- 
kd with what pleaſes the Croud Now when I laugh, 
lalways laugh alone. | 

Bri;k. I ſoppoſe that's becauſe you laugh atyour own 
els, I'gad, ha, ha, ha. 

Id. Froth, He, he, I ſwear th? your Raillery provokes 
ne to a Smile. 

Brick. Ay, my Lord, una fa L lit yon in the Teeth, 

tou ſhew em. 


Ld. Froth. 
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Id. Froth. He, he, he, I ſwear that's io very prety, 


can't forbear. ſo 
Care. I finda Quibble bears more ſway i in your Lord. 
ſhip's Face, than a Jeſt. ro 


Ld. Touch. Sir Paul, if you pleaſe well retire to the 
a and drink a Diſh of Tea, to ſettle our Heads, 

Sir Paul. With all my Heart. -— Mr. Brist, you'll 
come to us, —or call me when you joke, I'll be _—y 0 
laugh incontinently. 


Mellemont, Careleſs, Lord Froth, Brisk. 


Mel. But does your Lordſhip never ſee Comedies? 
Id. Froth. O yes, ſometimes, —But I never laugh, 
Mel. No? 
- | Id. Froth. Oh, no, Never laugh indeed, Sir, 
Care. No! why what do you go there for? 
by Lud. Froth. Todiſtinguiſh my ſelf from the Commonal- 
city, and mortify the Poets; The Fellows grow ſo conceit- 
ed, when any of their fooliſh Wit prevails upon the Side- 
Boxes ſwear, ——he, he, he, I have often conſtrain d 
my inclinations to laugh,. —— he, he, he, to avoid giving 
them Encouragement 
Mal. You are cruel to your ſelf, my Lord, as well 
. malicious to them. 
Ld. Froth. I confeſs I did my ſelf ſome Violence at 
- firſt, but now, I think I have conquer'd it. 
Brick. Let me periſh, my Lord, but there is ſomething 
very particular in the Humour; tis true, it makes againſt 
Wit, and I'm ſorry for ſome Friends of mine that write, 
- but—T gad, I love to be malicious—Nay, duce take me 
there's Wit in't too—And Wit muſt be foil'd by Wit; et 
a —— with a Diamond; no other way, Es 
rot 
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U. Froth. Oh, I chought you would not be long be- 
fore you found out the Wit. 
Care Wit! In what ? Where the Devil's the Wit, in 
wt laughing when a Man has a mind to't? 
. Brick. O Lord, why can't you find it out Why there 
tis, in the not laughing Dont you apprehend me 3 
Lord, Carelzſi is a very honeſt Fellow, but hark ye. 
o & jou underſtand me, ſomewhat heavy, a little ſhallow, or 
fo, Why I'll tell you now, ſuppoſe now you come 
wp to me———Nay, pr'ythee Careleſs be inſtructed. Sup- 
pole, as I was ſaying, you come up to me your 
Sides, and laughing, as if you would Well I look 
gave, and ask the Cauſe of this immoderate Mirth 
You laugh on ſtill, and arenot ableto tell me—Still I look 
gave, not ſo much as ſmile —— 

Care. Smile, no, what the Devil ſhould you ſmile at, 
vhen you ſuppoſe I can't tell you 

Brick. Pſhaw, pſhaw, pr'ythee don't interupt me. 
But I tell you, you ſhall tell meat laſt —— But it 
hall be a great while firſt. 

Care. Well, but pr'ythee don't let it be a great while, 
kecauſe I long to have it over. 

Brick, Well then, you tell me ſome good Jeſt, or very 
vity Thing, laughing all the while as if yon were ready 
to die and I hear it, and n 
de diſappointed ? 

Care. No; for if it were a witty Thing, I ſhould not 
erpect you to underſtand it. 

Ld. Froth, O foy, Mr. Carele/+, all the World allows 
Mr. Briat to have Wit, my Wife ſays he has a great deal. 
| hope you think her a Judge. | 

Brick. Pooh, my Lord, his Voice goes for nothing 
[can't tell how to make him apprehend —T akeit t'other 
Way. Suppoſe I ſay a witty thing to you? | 

Care. Then I ſhall be diſappointed indeed. 

Mel. Let him alone, Brick, he is obilinately bent not 
E— 1 
N Brish, 
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_. Brick. I'm ſorry for him, the Duce take me. 

Mel. Shall we go to the Ladies, my Lord? 
Id. Froth. With all my Heart, methinks we are a $9. 
litude without 'em. 

Mel. Or, what ſay you to another Bottle of Champagne? 
Id. Freth. O, forthe Univerſe, not a Drop more! be. 
ſeech you. O intemperate ! I have a fluſhing in ny 
Face — [Takes out a Pocket Glaſs and looks in, 
. Brick, Let me ſee, let me ſee, my Lord, 1 broke my 
Glaſs that was in the Lid of my Snuff- Box. Hum ! Duce 
take me, I have encourag'd a Pimple here too. 

| [Takes the Glaſs and la, 

Id. Froth. Then you muſt mortify him with a Patch; 
my Wife ſhall ſupply in Come Gentlemen, alluns, here 
1 | is br ge coming. 
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SCENE Vl 
| Lady Touchwood and Maskwell. 


Li. Touch. T'H hear no more Fare ſalſe and un- 
2 come, I kn. you falſ. 
Mal. I have been frail, I confeſs, Madam, for you 
Ladyſhip's Service. 

L. Touch. That I ſhould truſt a Man, whom I had known 
betray his Friend ! 

Mak. What Friend have 1. betray'd ? Or to whom? 


L. Touch, e to me; can 
you deny it? 


Mat. Ido net. 

I. Touch, Have — mp Toad. who te 
been a Father to you in your Wants, and given you Be 
ing? Have n Meh. moms; 
in his Bed | | 
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Mask. With Ladyſhip's help, and for your Service, 
5 told you I can't — — neither —Any 

'L. Touch. More! Audacious Villain. O, what's more, 
is moſt my Shame, Have you not diſhonour'd me ? 

Mas. No, that Ldeny; for I never told in all my Life : 
Sothat Accuſation's anſwer'd; on to the next. 

L. Touch. Death, do you dally with my Paſſion ? Inſo- 
lent Devil] But have a care,. Provolee me not ; for, by 
the Eternal Fire, you ſhall not ſcape my Vengeance 
Calm Villain! How unconcern'd he ſtands, confeſſing 
Treachery, and Ingratitude ! Is there a Vice more black! 
—O I have Excuſes, thouſands for my Faults; Fire in 
my Tune, Paſſions in my Soul, apt to ev'ry Provoca- 

tion; oppreſſed at once with Love, and with Deſpair. 

You = Goes, a thinking Villain, nnen 
» temperately bad, what Excuſe can clear! 

Mast. Will you be in Temper, Madam? I would not 
alk not to be heard. I have beenſ She aualls aboutdiforder'd] 
2 very great Rogue for your ſake, and you reproach me 
with it; I am ready to be a Rogue ſtill, to do you Ser- 
vice ; and you are flinging Conſcience and Honour in my 
Face, to rebate my Inclinations. How am I to behave 
my ſelf? You know I am your Creature, my Life and 
Fortune in your Power ; to diſoblige you, brings me cer- 
tain Ruin, Allow it, I would betray you, I would not 
be a Traitor to my ſelf: I don't pretend to Honeſty, be- 
cauſe you know I am a Raſcal: But I would \ convince 
you from the Neceſſity of my being firm to you. 

L. Touch. Neceſſity, Impudence ! Can no Gratitude i in- 
dine you, no Obligations touch you ? Have not my For- 
tune, and my Perſon been ſubjected to your Pleaſure? 
Were ou ot in the Nature of a Servant, and have not 
in effect made you Lord of all, of me, and of my Lord? 
Where is that humble Love, the Languiſhing, that Ado- 
ration, which once was paid me, and OE engag- 
5 Wy 
ub B Mack. 
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Mask. Fixt, rooted in my Heart, whencs athing can 
remove em, yet you 

L. Touch. Yet, what yet? 

Mack. Nay, miſconceive me not, Madam, when I ſay 
I have had a Gen'rous, and a Faithful Paſſion, which you 
had never favour'd, but through Revenge and Policy. 

L. Touch. Ha |! 

Mask. Look you, Madam, weare alone, —-Pray con- 
tain your ſelf, and hear me. You know you lov'd your 
Nephew, when I firſt ſigh'd for you; I quickly found it; 
an Argument that I Lov'd ; for with that Art you veil'd 
your Paſſion, twas imperceptible to all but Jealous Eyes, 
This Diſcovery made me b 1d ; I confeſs it; for by it, I 
thought you in my Power. Your Nephew's Scorn of 
you, added to my Hopes; I watch'd the Occalien, and 
took you, juſt Repulſed by him, warm at once, with 
Love and Indignation; your Diſpofition, my Argument, 
and happy Opportunity, accompliſh'd my Deſign ; I preſt 
the yielding Minute, and was bleſt. How I have lov'd 
you fince, Words have not 4 then how ſhould 
Words expreſs? | 

L. Touch. Well, mollifying Devil ! And have I not 
met your Love with forward Fire? 

Mask. Your Zeal 1 grant was ardent, but miſplacd; 
there was Revenge in view; that Woman's Idol had de- 
fil'd the Temple of the God, and Love was made a Mock- 
Worſhip.— A Son and Heir would have edg'd young 
Melltfont upon the Brink of Ruin, and left him none but 
you to catch at for Prevention. 

L. Touch. Again, provoke me ! Do you wind me likes 
Larum, only to rouſe my own ä for _ Diver 
fion ? Confuſion '! | 

Mak. Nay, Madam, I'm gone, if you relapſe, —Whi 
needs this? I ſay nothing but what you your ſelf, in open 
Hours of Love, have told me. Why ſhould you deny it? 
Nay, how can you? Is notall this preſent Heat owing to 
the ſame Fire ? Do you not love him ſtill ? How * [ 

; 
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this Day offended you, but in not breaking off his Match 
with Cynthia? Which ere to Morrow ſhall be done, —— 
had you but Patience. | 

L. Touch. How, what ſaid you, Mat. Another 
Caprice to unwind my Temper ? 

Mak. By Heav'n, no; I am your Slave, the Slave of 
il your Pleaſures; and will not reſt till I have given you 
feice, would you ſuffer me. 

L. Touch. O, Markwell, in vain I do diſguiſe me from 
thee, thou know'ſt me, know'ſt the very inmoſt Windings 
nd Receſſes of my Soul. — Oh Meligſant / I burn ; mar- 
ned to Morrow ! Defpair ſtrikes me. Yet my Soul knows 
I hate him too: Let him but once be mine, and next im · 
nediate Ruin ſeize him. | 

Matt. Compoſe your ſelf, you ſhall poſſeſs and ruin him 

L. Touch, How, how? Thoudear, thou precious Vil- 
Maat. You have already been tampering with my Lady 


| L. Touch, I have : She is ready for any Impreſiion I 


think fit. 

Mark. She muſt be throughly perſuaded, that Mollet 
bes her. ' 

L. Touch. She is ſo credulous that way naturally, and 
likes him ſo well, that ſhe will believe it faſter than 1 can 
perſuade her; But I don't ſee what you can propoſe from 
ach a trifling Deſign; for her firſt converſing with N- 
bfont, will-convince her of the contrary. 

Mask. I know it. — I don't depend upon it. But it 
nill prepare ſomething elſe ; and gain us Leiſure to lay a 
fronger Plat: If I gain a little Time, I ſhall not want 

One Minute grves Invention to defi rey. 

What to rebuild, awill a aubole Age employ. 


3 r 


* 


courteous Reader. 


23 The DouBLE-DEALBR. 


ACT H. SCENE I. 
Lady Froth and Cynthia. 


Y WO Err Rr RB © 


Ge ROBES Madam! Is it poſlible your Lady- 
ſhip could have been ſo much in Love? 

L. wry I could not ſleep; I did not ſleep one wink 
for three Weeks together. 

Cynt. Prodigious! I wonder Want of Sleep, and fo 
much Love, and ſo much Wit as your Ladyſhip has, 
did not turn your Brain. 

L. Froth. O my dear Cynthia, you muſt not rally your 
Friend. But really, as you ſay, I wonder too, 
But then I had a Way. ——— For between 
you and I, I had Whimſies and Vapours, but I gave 
them Vent. 5s — 

Cynt. How pray, Madam? 

L. Froth. O I writ, writ Oy ———__ 
never write ? 

Cynt. Write, what? 

IL. Frotb. Songs, Elegies, Satires, Encomiums, Pane- 
gyricks, Lampoons, Plays, or Heroick Poems. 

Cynt. O Lord, not I, Madam ; I'm content to de a 


At 
fr 


L. Froth. O Inconſiſtent ! In Love, and not write! if 
my Lord and I had been both of your Temper, we had 
never come together, — O bleſs me! What a ſad thing 


would that have been, if my Lord and I ſhould never 


have met! 
nt. Then neither my Lord nor vou would ever r have 
met with your Match, on ar Conſcience. 


L. Frotb. 
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L. Froth, O' my Conſcience no more we ſhould 3 


hou ſay'ſt er For ſure my Lord Froth is as 
bs Olea, dB much a Man of Quality! Ah! 


J :othing at all of the common Air, — I think I may ſay 


zel wants nothing, but a blue Ribbon and a Star, to make 
tim ſhine, the very Phoſphorus of our Hemiſphere. 
Do you underſtand thoſe two hard Words? If you don't, 
Il explain em to you. 

C;nt. Yes, yes, Madam, I'm not fo ignorant, 
At leaſt I won't own it, to be troubled with your In- 
fruRions. [ Afde. 

L. Froth. Nay, I beg your Pardon; but being de- 
md from the Greek, I thought you might have eſcap'd 


de Etymology. -——— But I'm the more amaz'd to find 


jou a Woman of Letters, and not write! Bleſs me 
how can Mellgſont believe you love him ? 

Czat. Why Faith, Madam, he that won't take my 
Word, ſhall never have it under my Hand. 

L. Froth. I vow Melkfont's a pretty Gentleman, but 
nethinks he wants a Manner. : 

C;nt. A Manner! What's that, Madam ? 

L. Frotb. Some diſtinguiſhing Quality, as for Example, 
the Bell Air or Brillant of Mr. Briat; the Solemnity, 
yet Complaiſance of my Lord, or ſomething of his own 
that ſhould look a little F e-ne-ſpay quei; he is too much 
a Mediocrity, in my Mind. 

Cynt. He does not indeed affect either Pertneſs or 
Formality ; for which I like him: Here he comes. 

L. Froth. And my Lord with him: Pray obſerve the 
Difference. 
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[e them] Lord Froth, Mellefont, and Brick.) 


ut. Impertinent Creature! I could almoſt be angry 
with her now. [ {fide, 

L. Froth. My Lord, I have been telling Cynthia, 
Low much I have been in love with you; I fwearl 
have; I'm not aſham'd to own it now; Ah! it makes. i C 
my Heart leap, I vow, I figh when I think on't: My 
dear Lord, ha, ha, ha, do you remember, my Lord? | | 

[Squeezes him by the Hand, looks kindly on him, 
Agbs and then laughs out. 

Ld. Froth. Pleaſant Creature ! perfeQly well, ah! 
that Look, ay, there it is; who could refiſt ! twas ſo my 
Heart was made Captive firſt, and ever ſince 't has been 
in love with happy Slavery. 

L. Froth. O that Tongue ! that dear deceitful Tongue 
that charming Softneſs in your Mien and your Ex- 
preſſion, and then your Bow ! Good my Lord, bow as 
you did when I gave you my Picture, here, ſuppoſe 
this my Picture [Gives him a Poclet- Glaſi] 
Pray. mind my Lord; ah! he bows charming]y ; nay, 
my Lord, you ſhan't kiſs it ſo much; 1 ſhall grov 


jealous, I vow now. 
[He bows profoundly low, then” kiffes the Glaſs. 


; Ld. Froth. I ſaw oy ſelf there, and kiſs'd it for your 
ake. 8 

L. Froth. Ah! Galantry to the laft Degree —— 
Mr. Brist, you're a judge; was ever any thing ſo well 
bred as my Lord ? 

Brist. Never any 2 but your Ladyſhip, let me 
periſh, 
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L. Froth. 
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L. Froth. O prettily turn'd again ; let me die but you 
have a great deal of Wit: Mr Meliefont, don t you think 
Mr. Briad has a world of Wit? 

Mel. O, yes, Madam. 

Brick. 9 

L. Froth, An infinite deal. | 

Brizk. O Heav'ns, Madam ——— - 


IL. Froth. More Wit than any Body. 


Brizk. I'm everlaſtingly your humble Servant, duce 
anke me, Madam. 

Id. Froth. Don't you think us a happy Couple? 

Cynt. 1 vow, my Lord, I think you the happieſt 
Couple in the World, for you're not only happy i in. one 
another, and when you are together, but happy in your 
elves, and by your 12 288 

Ld. Frotb. 1 hope Mellefont will make a good Hus. 
hand too. 

Ot. 'Tis my Intereſt to believe he will, my Lord. 

1d. Froth, Dye think he'll love you as well 2s I do 

my Wife ? I'm afraid not. 

Cre. I believe he'll love me better. 

Ld. Froth. Heav'ns! that can never be; but why de 
you think ſo? 

 Cynt. Becauſe he has not ſo much reaſon to be fond 
of rimſelf | 

Ld. Froth. © your humble Servant for that, dear 
Madam; well, Mellefont, you'll be a happy Crea- 
ure. 

Mel. Ay, my Lord, I ſhall have the ſame Reaſon 
for my Happineſs that your 3 I ſhall think 
my ſelf happy. 

Ld. Froth. Ah, that's all. 

Brick. [To Lady Froth.] Your Ladyfhip's in the 
right ; but I'gad I'm wholly turn'd into Satire, I 
confeſs I write but ſeldom, but when I do 
keen Jambicks I'gad. But my Lord was telling me, 
your Ladyſhip has made an Eſſay toward an Heroick 


Poem. B4 L. Freth.. 
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L. Froth. Did my Lord tell you? Yes I vow, and 


the Subject is my Lord's Love to me. And what do you 


think I call it? I dare ſwear you won't —— 
The Sillabub, ha, ha, ha. 
Brisk. Becauſe my Lord's Title's Froth, I'gad ; ha, 


ha, ha, duce take me, very à propos and ſurprizing, ha, 


ha, ha. 
L. Froth. He, ay, is it not ? and then 


call my Lord Spumoſo; and my ſelf, what end. 


call my ſelf? | 

Brick. Ladtilla may be ——— gad I cannot 
tell. | 

L. Froth. Biddy, that's all; juſt my own Name. 

Brist. Biddy l'gad very pretty —<0—— Duce 
take me if your Ladyſhip has not the Art of ſurpri- 
ſing the moſt naturally in the World, 
hope you will make me happy in * the 
Poem. 

L. Froth. O you muſt be my Confident, I muſt ask 
your Advice. 

Brist. i'm your humble Servant, let me periſh, — 
I preſume your Ladyſhip has read Boa ? 


L. Freth. O yes and Rapine, and Daciey upon Ari- 
My Lord, you muſt not be 


fletle and Horace. 
jealous, I'm communicating all to Mr. Brisk. 

Ld: Freth. No, no, I'll allow Mr. Bris4; have you 
nothing about you to ſhew him, my Dear ? 

L. Froth. Yes, I believe I have. Mr. Brih, 
come will you go into the next Room ? and there [I'll 


ſhew you what I have. 


Id. Froth. Til walk a Turn in the Garden, and come 
to you. 


{fe 


SCENE 


1 | 
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e 
| Mellefont, Cy nchis. 


Mel. You're thoughtful, Cynthia | 
nt. I'm thinking, tho' Marriage makes Man and 


Wife one Fleſh, it leaves them ſtill two Fools ; and 
they become more conſpicuous by ſetting off one an- 
other, | | | 

Mel. That's only when two Fools ment, and their 
Fellies are oppos d. 

Cynt. Nay, I have known two Wits meet, and by 
the Oppoſition of their Wit, render themſelves as ri- 
diculous as Feols. Tis an odd Game we're going to 
play at : What think you of drawing Stakes, and giving 
over in time ? 

Mel. No hang't, that's not endeavouring to win," be- 
cauſe it's poſſible we may loſe ; ſince we have ſhuffled 
and cut, let's een turn up Trump now. 

Cynt. Then I find it's like Cards, if either of us have 
a good Hand it is an Accident of Fortune. 

Mel. No, Marriage is rather like a Game at 
Bowls; Fortune indeed makes the Match, and the 
wo neareſt, and ſometimes the two fartheſt are to- 
gether, but the Game depends intirely upon Judg- 
ment. 

Ort. Still it is a Game, and conſequently one of us 
muſt be a Loſer. 

Mel. Not at all ; only a Friendly Trial of Skill, 
and the Winnings to be laid out in an Entertainment. 
— — What's here, the Maſick ! Oh, my Lord 


has promis d the Company a new Song, we'll get em 
to give it us by the way. [Muſicians croſſing the Stage.] 
Bs | Pray 


34 The Dourrz-DZZTIARx. 
Pray let us have the Favour of you, to practiſe the he 
before the Company. hear it. | 


S O. N. G. 


J. 
"egy frowns when Cer I woo her, 
Tit ſhe's vext if I give over 3, 

Much ſhe fears T ſhould undo her, 
But much more to boſe her Lover: 
Thus in doubting, ſhe refuſes ; 
And not winning, thus foe hſes. 

IL 5 


Priytbee, Cynthia, look behind you, 

Age and Wrinkles will vertake yen; 
Then, too late, Defere will find you, 
When the Power muſt for ſake you : 
Think, O'think o'th' ſad Condition, 
To be paſt, yet wiſh Fruition. 


Ae. You ſhall have my Thanks below. 


[To the Muſick, they go ont. 


EO ESSEN 
3. CEN E lv. 
[To them] Sir Paul Plyant and Lady Plyant. 


Sir Paul. Gads bud ! I am provok'd into a Fermen- 
tation, as my Lady Froth ſays; was ever the like read 
of in Story ? 

L. P. Sir Paul, have Patience; let me alone to m0 
him up, 

Sir Paul. Pray your Ladyſhip give me 3 to be 
angry —— I'll rattle him up 1 warrant you, TII firk 
kim with a Certiorari. 

L. ?. 


none but what is in my 
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E. N nenen pray, Sir 
Paul, hold you contented. | 
Cynt. Bleſs me, what makes my Father in ſuch a 


Paſſion ! I never ſaw him thus before. 


Sir Paul. Hold your ſelf contemed, my Lady Phan, 


| — sad Pa ben coming upon me by Inflation, and [ 


cannot ſubmit as formerly, therefore 
L. P. How now, ee 
Sir Paul. No marry will I not be pleaſed ; I am pleaſed 
to be angry, that's my Pleaſure at this time. 

Mel. What can this mean ! 

L. P. Gad's my Life, the Man's diſtracted, why how 
now, who are you? What am I? Slidikins cant I go- 
vern you? What did I marry you for ? Am I not to be 
abſolute and uncontrolable ? Is it fit a Woman of my 
Spirit, and Conduct, ſhould be contradiaed 1 in = Mater 


of this Concern? 


Sir Paul. It concerns me, and only —— —e— 
Beſides, I'm not to be govern'd at all times. When 1 
am in Tranquillity, my Lady Phant ſhall command 
Sir Paul; but when I am. provok'd to Fury, I cannot 
incorporate with Patience and Reaſon, — as ſoon 
may Tigers match with Tigers, Lambs wich Lambs, 
and every Creature couple with its Foe, as the Poet 

5. 

IL. P. He's hot- headed ſtill! 'Tis in vain to talk to 
you; but remember I have a Curtain- Lecture ſor you, 
you diſobedient, headſtrong Brute. 

Sir Paul. No. Tis becauſe I won't be Headſtrong, 
becauſe I won't be a Brute, and have my Head for- 
tify'd, that I am thus exaſperated, —— But | will 
protect my Honour, and yonder is the Violater of my 
Fame. 

L. P. Tis my Honous that is concern d, and the vi- 
alation was intended to me. Your Honour! You have 

ing, and I can diſpoſe of 
it when I pleaſe——thercfore don't provoke me. 


Sir 
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Sir Paul. Hum, gads · bud ſhe ſays true Well, 
my Lady march on, I will fight under you then: I am 
convinced, as far as Paſſion will 

II. Plyant and Sir Paul come up to Mellefont. 

L. P. Inhuman and treacherous ——— 

Sir Pax/. Thou Serpent and firſt Tempter of Woman- 
kind. 
Cyxt. Bleſs me ! Sir; Madam ; what mean you ? 

Sir Paul. Thy, Thy, come away Thy, touch him not, 
come hither, Girl, go not near him, there's nothing but 


Deceit about him; Snakes are in his Peruke, and the 


Crocodile of Nilzs is in his Belly, he will eat thee up 


alive. 
L. P. Diſhonourable, impudent . 


Mel. For Heav'n's ſake, RR to whom do you 


direct this Language 

L. P. Have I behav'd my ſelf with all the Decorum 
and Nicety, befitting the Perſon of Sir Paul's Wife ? 
Have I preſerv'd my Honour as it were in a Snow- 


houſe for theſe three Years paſt? Have I been white 


and unſully'd even by Sir Paul himſelf? 


Sir Paul. Nay, ſhe has been an invincible Wife, 


even to me, that's the Truth on't. 
L. P. Have I, I fay, preſerv'd myſelf, like a fair 
Sheet of Paper, for you to make a Blot upon? 
Sir Paul. And ſhe * Wo- 
man in England. 
Mel. 1 am ſo amaz'd, I know not what to fay. 
Sir Paul. Do you think my Daughter, this pretty 
Creature; gads bud ſhe's a Wife for a Cherubin! Do 
you think her fit for nothing but. to be a Stalking- 


horſe, to ſtand before you, while you take aim at my 


Wife; Gads-bud I was never angry before in my Life, 
and Pl never be appeas'd again. 

Mel. Hell and Damnation! This is my Aunt ; ſuck 
Malice can be engendred no where elle, 


L. P. 
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L. P. Sir Paul, take Cynthia from his Sight ; leave me 
y ſtrike him with the Remorſe of his intended Crime. 
Cynt. Pray, Sir, ſtay, hear him, I dare affirm he's In- 

„ 

S Sir Paal. Innocent! Why hark'ee, come hither Thy, 

hark'ee, I had it from his Aunt, my Siſter Touchwood, — 
gids-bud he does not care a Farthing for any thing of 
thee, but thy Portion ; why, he's in love with my $ 
he would have tantaliz'd thee, and made a Cuckold of 
thy poor Father. and that would certainly have broke 
ny Heart——T'm ſure if ever 1 ſhould bave Horns, they 
would kill me; they would never come kindly, I ſhould 
de of em, like a Child, that was cutting his Teeth —— 
| hould indeed, Thy=—— therefore come away; but Pro- 
ndence has prevented all, therefore come away, when [ 
bd yoa. 
Ort. I muſt obey. 


SCENE V. 
Lady Plyant, Mellefont. 
L. P. O, Suchathing ! the Impiety of it ſtartles me 


to wrong ſo good, ſo fair a Creature, and one that loves 
you tenderly——'tis a Barbarity of Barbarities, and no- 


tung could be guilty of it— 
Mel. But the greateſt Villain Imagination can form, I 
gant it; and next to the Villany of ſuch a Fact, is the 
Villany of aſperſing me with the Guilt, How ? which 
may was I to wrong her? For yet I underſtand you not. 
L. P. Why, gads my Life, Couſin Me//efonr, you can-, 
tot be ſo peremptory as to deny it ; when I tax you with 
—— for now Sir Foal gone, 3 
4 

Mel, By Heav'n, I love her more than Life, . 
L. 
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IL. P. Fiddle, faddle, don't tell me of this and that, and 
ev'ry Thing in the World, but give me Mathemacular Do- 
monſtration, anſwer me directly But I have not Pa- 
tience——Oh ! The Impiety of i i, as I was ſaying, and 
the unparallell'd Wickedneſs! O merciful Father! How 


could you think to reverſe Nature fo, to make the Daugh- 


ter the Means of procuring the Mother? | 
Mel. The Daughter to procure the Mother! 

L. P. Ay, for tho I am not Cynthia's own Mother, | 
am her Father's Wife; and —— to make it 
Inceſt. 

Mel. Tnceſt! 0 my precious Aunt, and the Devil in 
Conjunction. 2722 

L. P. O reflect upon the Horror of that, and then the 
Guilt of deceiving every Body; marrying the Daughter, 


only to make a Cuckold of the Father; and then ſeducing 


me, debauching my Purity, and perverting me from the 
Road of Virtue, in which I have trod thus long, and 
never made one Trip, not one faux pas; O conſider it, 


what would you have to anſwer for, if you ſhould pro- 


voke me to Frailty? Alas! Humanity is feeble, Heav'n 

knows! very feeble, and unable to ſupport it ſelf. 

BY Where am 1? Is it Day? and am I awake? Ma- 
L. P. And no Body knows how Circumſtances may 

happen together, Jo my thinking, now I could reſiſt 

the ſtrongeſt Temptation, ——But yet I know, tis im- 

poſſible for me to know whether I could or not, there's 

no Certainty in the Things of this Life. 

| Me. Madam, pray give me leave wak you one Que{- 

tion. — [*. 

I. P. O Lord. ask me the Queſtion, FL Gwear III re- 

fufe itz I ſwear I'l deny it——therefare don't ask me, 


_ Nay yen ſhan't ask me, I ſwear ik: deny it. O Gemini, 


you have brought all the Blood. into my Face; IL warrant 
I am asxed as a Turky-Cock; O fy, Couſm Mollis 
Mel. ys Madam, hear me; I mean 


L. 


* 
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uncomatable. 
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L. P. Hear you, no, no} I'll deny you firſt, and hear 
you afterwards, For one does not know how one's 
Mind may change upon hearing. Hearing is one of 
the Senſes, and all the Senſes are fallible; I won't truſt 
my Honour, I aflure you; r 


M:l. For Heav'ns ſake, Madam, 

L. P. O name it no more — Bleſs me, how can you 
talk of Heav'n! and have ſo much Wickedneſs in your 
Heart? May be you don't think it a Sin,. They ſay 
ſome of you Gentlemen don't think it a Sin, —— May be 
it is no Sin to them that don't think it ſo; Indeed, if I 
did not think it a Sin But ſtill my Honour, if it were 
n0 Sin.— But then, to marry my Daughter, for the 
Conveniency of frequent Opportunities,—- I'll never con- 
ſent to that; as ſure as can be, I'll break the Match, 

Mel. Death and * upon r 
Knees — — 

L. P. Nay, nay, riſe up, come you ſhall ſee my Good - 
nature. I know Love is powerful, and no Body can 
help his Paſſion : Tis not your Fault; nor I ſwear it is 
not mine. How can help it, if I have Charms? And 
how can you help it, if you are made a Captive? I ſwear 
i is pity it ſhould be a Fault. But my Honour. 
well, but your Honour too but the Sin well but 
the Neceſſity O Lord, here's ſome Body coming, I 
dare not ſtay. Well, you muſt conſider of your Crime; 
and ſtrive as much as can be againſt it, ——ftrive be ſure 
—But don't be melancholick, don't deſpair, But never 
think that Ill grant you any thing; O Lord, no But 
be ſure you lay aſide all Thoughts of the tage, for 
tho' I know you don't love Cynthia, only as a Blind for 
your Paſſion to me; yet it will make me Jealous, —O 


Lord, what did I ay? Jealous! no, no, I cant be jealous, 


for I maſt not love you,. therefore don't hope. 
But don't deſpair neither, COIN ION I muſt 


SCENE 
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Mellefont alone. 


Mel. [after a Pauſe.) So then. ——ſpite of my Care 
and Fereſight, I am caught, caught in my Security. 
Yet this was but -a ſhallow Artifice, unworthy of my 
Matchiavilian Aunt : There muſt be more behind, this is 
but the firſt Flaſh, the priming of her Engine; Deſtruction 
lollows hard, ifnot moſt preſently prevented. 
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[To him] Maskwell. 


Mel. Maskwell, welcome, thy Preſence is a view of 
Land, appearing to my ſhipwrack'd Hopes: The Witch 
has rais'd the Storm, and her Miniſters have done their 
Work ; you ſee the Veſſels are parted. 

| Mark. I knowit; I met Sir Paz/ towing away Cyn- 
thia: Come, trouble not your Head, II join you together 
ere to Morrow Morning, or drown between you in the 
1 

Mel. There's Comfort in a Hand Aretch'd out, to one 
that's ſinking; tho' ne'er ſo far off. 
E Mask. No finking, nor no Danger, ——Come, cher 
up; why you don't know, that while 1 plead for you, 
your Aunt has given me a retaining Fee ;-—— Nay, I am 
your greateſt Enemy, and ſhe does but ar tit 

Mel. Ha! How's this? 
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Mart. What d'ye think of my being employ d in the 
Execution of all her Plots? Ha, ha, hs, by Heav'n it's 
true; I have undertaken to break the Match, I have un- 
denaken to make your Uncle difinherit you, to get you 

turn'd out of Doors; and to——Ha, ha, ha, I can't tell 
you for Laughing, ——Oh ſhe has open'd her Heart to 
me, I am to turn you;a ing, and to Ha, bas 
ba. marry Cynthia my ſelf; there's a Plot for you. 

Mel. Ha ! O ſee, I ſee my riſing Sun ! Light breaks thro' 
Clouds upon me, and I ſhall live in Day—O my M- 
well! How ſhall I thank or praiſe thee; Thou haſt out- 
vitted Woman,——But tell me, how could'ſt thou thus 
get into her Confidence? —— Ha! How? But was it her 
Contrivance to perſuade my Lady Phant to this extrava- 
gant Belief? 

Mask. It was, and to tell you the Truth I ama 
it for your Diverſion: Tho' it made you a little uneaſy 
for the preſent, yet the Reflexion of it muſt needs be 
entertaining. warrant ſhe was very violent at firſt. 
Mel. Ha, ha, ha, ay, a very Fury; but I was moſt a- 
fraid of her Violence at laſt, If you had not come as 
you did, I don't know what ſhe might have attempted. 

Mack. Ha, ha, ha, I know her Temper. Well, you 
muſt know then, that all my Contrivances were but 
Bubbles; "ill atlat n to have been long ſecretly 
in love with Cynthia; that did my Buſineſs; that convin- 
ced your Aunt, I might be truſted; ſince it was as much my 
Intereſt as hers to break the Match: Then, ſhe thought 
my Jealouſy might qualify me to aſſiſt her in her Re- 
venge. And, in ſhort, in that Belief, told me the Secrets 
of her Heart. At length we made this Agreement, if L 
accompliſh her Deſigns (as I told you before) ſhe has en- 
gag'd to put Cynthia with all her Fortune into my Power. 

Mel. She is moſt gracious in her Favour,.— Well, and 
dear Fack, how haſt thou contrived? 

Mast. I would not have you ſtay to hear it now; for 
I don't know, but ſhe may come this Way; I am to 

| meet 
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meet her anon; after that, I'll tell you the whole Matter; 
be here in this Gallery an Hour hence, by that time 1 
imagine our Conſultation may be over. 

Mel. Iwill; 'till then Succeſs attend thee. 


N 
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| "Till then, Succeſs will attend me; for when I meet 
you, I meet the only Obſtacle to my Fortune. Cynthia, 
let thy Beauty gild my Crimes; and whatſoever I commit 
ofgTreachery or Deceit, ſhall be imputed to me as a We- 
tit=— Treachery, what Treachery ? Love cancels all the 
Bonds of Friendſhip, and ſets Men right upon their firſt 
Foundations. 

Duty to Kings, Piety to Pavents, Gratitude to Benefac- 
tors, and Fidelity to Friends, are different and particular 
Ties: Butthe Name of Rival cuts 'em all aſunder, and is 
a general Acquittance Rival is equal, and Love like 
Death an uaiverſal Leveller of Mankind, Ha ! But is there 

not ſuch a Thing as Honeſty ? Yes, and whoſoever has 

it 8 him, bears an Enemy in his Breaſt: For your | 
honeſt Man, as take it, is that nice, ſcrupulous, conſci- 
entious Perſon, who will cheat no Body but himſelf ; fuch 
another Coxcomb, as your wiſe Man, who is too hard 

for all the World, and will be made a Fool of by no Body, 
but himſelf: Ha, ha, ha: Well for Wiſdom and Honeſty, 
give me Cunning and Hypocriſy ; oh, tis ſuch a Pleaſure, 
to angle for fair-fac'd Fools! Then that hungry Gudgeon 
Credulity will bite at any thing Why, let me ſee, I have 
the ſame Face, the ſame Words and Accents, when I ſpeak 
what I do think; and when I ſpeak what I do not think— 
the very ſame and dear Diſſimulation is the only Art, 
not to be known from Nature wh 
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Why will Mankind be Fools, and be decein'd? © 
And why are Friends and Lovers Oath: heli 
When, each, who ſearches flirifh bis own Mind, 


May Jo much mie . 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 
a Touchwood, and Lady Touchwood. 


LT. 1 e ee FOG 
he refuſe his Daughter upon this Provocation ? 

The ContraQ's void by this unheard of [mpiety. 
Ld. T. I don't believe it true; he has better Principles— 
Pho, 'tis Nonſenſe. Come, come, I know my Lady - 
ant has alarge Eye, and wou'd centre every Thing in her 
own Circle; tis not the firſt time ſhe has miſtaken Re- 
ſpect for Love, and made Sir Pas / jealous of the Civility 


| of an undeſigning Perſon, the better to beſpeak his Secu- 


tity in her unfeigned Pleaſures. 
L. T. You cenſure hardly, my Lord my Sifter's Ho- 
nour is very well-known. 
Ld. . Ves, I believe I know ſome that have been fa- 
miliarly acquainted with it. This is a little Trick wrought 
2 Contriver, W dn es, "12" 5g 


1. T Nay, my Lord, it may be ſo, and I hope it will 
be found ſo: But that will require ſome time: forin ſuch 
a Caſe as this, Demonſtration ia neceſſary. 

Ld. T. There ſhould have been Demonſtration of the 
contrary too, before it had been believ'd 

L. T. So I ſuppoſe there was. 

Ld. T. How? Where? When? 
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1. 2. That I can'ttell; nay I don't fay chere va 
I am willing to believe as favourably of my Nephew az 


I can. 


Ld. T. I don't know that. [Half Afr. 


L. T. How? Don't you believe that, ſay you, my Lord? 

- Ld. T. No, I don't ſay ſo—I confeſs I am troubled to 
ind you ſo cold in his Defence. | 

L. . His Defence! Bleſs me, we'd den have meds 
fend an ill Thing. . | | 

Ld. T. You believe it then ? 

L. T. I don't know ; I am very unwilling to ſpeak my 
Thoughts in any thing that may be to my Couſin's Dif. 
advantage ; ; beſides, Find, my Lord, you are prepared to 
receive an ill Impreſſion from any Opinion of mine which 
3s not conſenting with your own: But fince I am like to 
be ſuſpected inthe End, and tis a Pain any longer to dif. 
ſemble, I own it to you; in ſhort I do believe it, nay, and 
can believe any thing worſe, if it were laid to his Charge— 
Don't ask me my Reaſons, my Lord, for they are not fit 
to be told you. 

Ld. T. I'm amarz'd, here muſt be ſomething more than 
ordinary in this, [4fde.] Not fit to be told me, Madam? 
You can have no Intereſts, wherein I am not concern'd, 


and conſequently the ſame Reaſons ought to be convincing 


to me, which create your Satisfaction or Diſquiet. 

L. T. But thoſe which cauſe my Diſquiet, I am willing 
to have remote from your hearing. Good my Lord, don't 
preſs me 

Ld. T. Don' t oblige me to preſs you 

L.T. Whatever it was, 'tis paſt: 2 * that is better to 
be unknown which cannot be prevented; therefore let me 
beg you to reſt ſatisfy'd | 

Ld. T. When you have told me, I will 

L. T. You won't. | 

Ld. T. By my Life, my Dear, I will. 

L. T. What if you can't. 

Ld. T. How? Then I muſt know, nay I will: No more 

trifl ing 
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trifling ! charge you tell me By all our mutual Peace 
to come ; upon your Duty — 
| L.T. Nay, my Lord, you need ſay no more, to make 
me lay my Heart before you, but don't be thus tranſport- 
ed ; compoſe your ſelf : It is not of Concern, to make 
you loſe one Minute's Temper. "Tis not indeed, my Dear. 
Nay, by this Kiſs you ſhan't be angry. O Lord, I wiſh 
1 had not told you any ching Indeed. my Lord, you 
have frighted me. Nay, look pleas'd, I'll tell you. 
Id. T. Well, well. 
L. T. Nay, but will you be calm indeed it's nothing 


bu. 

Ld. T. But what? 

L. T. But will you promiſe me not to be angry—Nay 
you muſt—— Not be angrywith Mel/e/ont—1 dare ſwear 
he's forry—and were it to do again, would not 

Ld. 7. Sorry, for what? Death, you rack me with 
Delay. 

L. T. Nay, no great Matter, only—Well I have your 
Promiſe, —- Pho, why nothing, only your Nephew had 
a mind to amuſe himſelf, ſometimes with a little Galan- 
try towards me. Nay, I can't think he meant any thing 
ſeriouſly, but methought it look'd odly. 

Ld. T. Confuſion and Hell, what do I hear ! | 
L. T. Or, may be, he thought he was not enough a- 
kin to me, upon your Account, and had a mindto create 
a nearer Relation on his own; a Lover you know, my 
Lord—Ha, ha, ha. Well but that's all-- Now you have 
it; well remember your Promiſe, my 1 and don't 

take any Notice of it to him. 

Ld. T. No, no, no Damnation! 

L. T. Nay, I ſwear you muſt not—— A little harmleſs 
Mirth—Only miſplac'd, that's all—But if it were more, 
'tis over now, and all's well. For my part, I have forgot 
it; and ſo has he, I hope — for I have not heard any thing 
from him theſe two _ 


14.7, 


| hear more of this. 
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Id. 7. Theſe two Days! Is it fo freſh? Unnatural Vill. 
lain! Death, I'll have him ſtripp'd and turn'd naked ont 
of my Doors, this Moment, and let him rot and pid, 
inceſtuous Brute! 

L. T. O for Heav'n's fake, my Lord, you'll ruin meif 
you take fuch publick Notice of it, it will bea Town · talk: 

' Confider your own and my Honour—nay, I told you 
you would not be ſatisfied when you knew ĩt. 

Ld T. Before I've done, I will be ſatisfy'd. Ungrate. 
ful Monſter, how long? 

L. T. Lord, I don't know; I wiſh my Lips had grown 
together when I told you Almoſt a Twelvemonth— 
Nay, I won't tell you any more, till you are your ſelf, 
Pray, my Lord, don't let the Company ſee you in this 
Diſorder Vet, I confeſs, I can't blame you; for I think 

I was never fo ſurpriz'd in my Life————Who would 
have thought my Nephew could have ſo miſconſtrued my 
Kindneſs— But will you go into your Cloſet, and recover 

your Temper ? I'tl make an excuſeof ſudden Buſineſs to 
the Company, and come to you. Pray, good dear my 

Lord, let me beg you do now : I'll come immediately, 

and tell you all; will you, my Lord? 

Ld. T. I will—-I am mute with Wonder. 

L. T. Well, but go now, here's ſome body coming. 

Ld. T. Well, I go - You won't © oy, for I would 


— 
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SCENE 1L 


Lady Torchwood, Makwoll.” 


Mask. This was a Maſter-Piece, and did ant ned my 


Help—tho' I ſtood ready for a Cue to come in and con- 
firm all, had there been Occaſion. 


. 
in 0 
ell 


L.T. 


3 
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. L. 7. Have you ſeen Mellefont ? 64 
Mast. I have; and am to meet him here about thistime. 
L. T. How does he bear his Diſa ? 
Mack. Secure in my Aſſiſtance, heſeem'd not much af- 
fitted, but rather laugh'd at the ſhallow Artifice, which 
þ little time muſt of Neceſlity "diſcover. Vet he is ap- 
prehenſive of ſome farther Deſign of yours, and has 
ged me to watch you. I believe he will hardly be able 
evo prevent your Plot, yet I W A ANAEY 
and Expedition. 
vn L. T. Expedition indeed; for all we FR muſt be per- 
— form'd in the remaining Part of this Ev'ning, and before 
if. de Company break up: leſt my Lord ſhould cool, and 
his bare an Opportunity to talk with him privately——My | 
nk Lord muſt not ſee him again. 
id i Mack. By no Means; therefore you muſt aggravate my 
ny Lord's Diſpleaſure to a Degree that will admit of no Con- 
ver ſerence with him. What think you of mentioning me? 
$10 N 
my Mask. To my Lord, as having been privy to Mellin, 
ly, I Deſign upon you, but ſlill uſing my utmoſt Endeavours 
to diſſuade him: Tho' my Friendſhip and Love to him 
has made me conceal it; yet you may ſay, I threatned 
dert time he attempted any thing of that Rind, to diſco- 
uld der it to my Lord. 

L. T. To what end is this ! 

Mask. It will confirm my Lord's Opinion of my Ho- 
our and Honeſty, and create in him a new Confidence 
in me, which (ſhould this Deſign miſcarry) will be ne- 
ceſſary to the forming another Plot that I have in my 
Head To cheat you, as well as the reſt. _ [Afar 

L. T. Ill do it Il tell him you hindred him ance 


from forcing me. 

Mask. Excellent ! Your Ladyſhip hasa moſt improving 
Fancy. You had beſt go to my Lord, keep him as long 
u you can in his Cloſet, and I doubt not but you will 
nould him to what you pleaſe ; your Gueſts are 3 

8 
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ged in their own Follies and Intrigues, they'll miſs neither 
of you. . 

gp 2%; When ſhall we meet ? —At eight this Evening 
in my Chamber; there rejoice at our ſucceſs, and toy ⁊ 


way an Hour in Mirth. 
Mask. I will not fail. 


oO 
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SCEN E II 


Maskwell alone. 


Mask. I know what ſhe means by toying away an Hour 
well enough. Pox I have loſt all Appetite to her; yet ſhe's 
a fine Woman, and I lov'd her once. But I don't know, 
ſince I have been in a great meaſure kept by her, the 
Caſe is alter'd ; what was my Pleaſure is become my Du. 
ty: And Thave as little Stomach to her now as if I were 
her Husband. Should ſhe ſmoke my Deſign upon Cynthia, 
I were in a fine pickle. She has a damn'd penetrating 
Head, and knows how to interpret a Coldneſs the right 
Way; therefore I muſt diſſemble Ardour and Ecſtaſy, that's 
reſolv'd : How eaſily and pleaſantly is that diſſembled be- 
fore Fruition! Pox on't that a Man can't drink without 
quenching his Thirſt. Ha ! yonder comes Mell:fort 
thoughtful. Let me think : Meet her at cight—hum— 
ha ! By Heav'n I have it. If I can ſpeak to my Lord be- 
fore Was it my Brain or Providence? No matter which 
El willdeceive em all, and yet ſecure my ſelf, twas a 


lucky Thought! Well, this Double Dealing is a Jewel. 


Here he comes, now for me. 
[Maskwell pretending not to ſee bun, walks ” him, and 
Speaks as it were to himſelf. 
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SCENE 1v. 


a II him) Mellefont mufing · 

Mak, 4 us, what will the Wickedneſs ofthis 

World come to? | 

Mel. How now, act? What, ſo ful of Contemplati 

«that you run over! 

Mast I'm glad you're come, for I could not contain 
ny elf any longer: And was juſt going to give vent to a 
Leet, which no Body but you ought co drink down. — 
„bor Aunt's juſt gone ſrom hence. 

e l Ard having truſted thee with the Secrets of her 
a1 Soul, thou i villaacaſly bent to diſcover 'em all to the, 
1 - 

„ Mark. I'm afraid my Frailty leans that way —— But I 
don't know whether I can in Honour diſcover 'em all. 
Mel. All, all Man, what you may in Honour betray; 
her as far as ſhe betrays her ſelf. No tragical an 14 

amy Perion, I 
Mak. No, but it's a comical Defgn * mine. 
Mel What duſt thou mean? ; 
Mast. Liſten and be dumb, we have been bargaining a- 
bout the Rate of your Ruin | 
1 Like any two Guardians to an Orphan Heireſs— 
ell. i 2 
ul. And whereas Pleaſure is 3 paid with Mic: 
chief, what Miſchief I dais to be paid with Pleaſure, 
Mel. So when you've ſwallow'd the heulen. you Meet 
en your Mouth with a Plumb. 
E Mast. You are merry, Sir, but I ſhall FEE Wee 5 
fitution. In ſhort, the Price of your Baniſhment is t 
de paid with the Perſon Of — 
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Mel. Of Cynthia, and her Fortune—Why you forget 
you told me this before. 

Mask. No, no—So far you are right ; and ran 28 an 
earueſt of that Bargain, to have full * free Poſſeſſion of 
the Perſon of — your Aunt. - 
Mel. Ha! -Pho, you trifle, 

Mask. By this Light, Fm ſerious; all Raillery apart 

I knew 'twould- ſtun you: This Evening at eight ſhe wil 
receive me in her Bed- Chamber. 

Mel. Hell and the Devil! is ſhe abandon'd of all Gree 
— Why the Woman is poſſeſs d 


Mak. Well, will you go in my ſtead? _ 
Mel. By Heav' n into a hot Furnace ſooner. 


Mas. No, you would not It would not beſo conve» 


nient, as I can order Matters. 

Mel. What d'ye mean? | 

Mast. Mean ? Not to diſappoint the Lady Fa a 
—Ha, ha, ha, how gravely he looks Come, come, I 
won't perplex you. Tis the only Thing that Providence 
could have contriv'd to make me capable of * you, 
either to my Inclination or your own N 

Mel. How, how, for Heav'n's ſake, dear Maukuel ? 

Mask. Why thus —I'Il go according to Appointment; 
you ſhall: have Notice at the critical Minute to come and 
ſurprize your Aunt and me together; Counterſeit a Rage 
againſt me, and Pl make my Eſcape through the private 
Paſſage from her Chamber, which I'll take care to leave 
open: *Twill be hard, if then you can't bring her to auy 
Conditions. For this Diſcovery will diſarm her of all 
Defence, and leave ber entirely at your Mercy: Nay, ſhe 
muſt ever after be in awe of you. 

Mel. Let me adore thee, my better Genius By Heav'n I 
think it is not in the Power of Fate todiſappoint my Hopes 
My Hopes, my Certainty ! 

Mak. Well, I'll meet you here, within a Quarter of 
Eight, and give you Notice. 

. Mel. Good Fortune ever go along with thee. 

SCENE 
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SCENE v. 


Mlellefdnt, Careleſs. 

tht Mer get out o'th* Way, my Lady Phant's 
coming, and I ſhall never ſucceed while thou art in ſighe 
—<Tho' ſhe begins to tack about; but I made Love 2 
peat while to no purpoſe. 

Mel. Why, what's the Matter ? She's convinc'd that I 
don't care for her. 

Care. I can't get an Anker om ke, that does not 
begin with her Honour, or her Virtue, her Religion, 
or fome ſuch Cant. Then ſhe has told me the whole 
Hiſtory of Sir Paul's nine Years' Courtſhip ; how he 
has lain for whole Nights toget her upon the Stairs, be. 
fore her Chamber-Door ; and that the firſt Favour he 
received from her, was a Piece of an old Scarlet Petti- 
coat for a Stomacher ; which ſince the Day of his Mar- 
rage, he has, out of a Piece of Galantry; converted into 
Night Cap, and wears it ill with much Solemity on 
is Anniverſary Wedding - Night. 

Mel. . bave ſeen. with the Ceremony thereunts 
ron that Night he creeps in at the Bedi Feet, 
like a gulrd Baſſa that has marry d a Relation of the Grana 
Signior, and that Night he has his Arms at Liberty. 
Did not ſhe tell you at what a Diſtance ſhe keeps him f? 
| He has confeſs'd to me that bat at ſome certain times, 
that is I ſuppoſe when ſhe apprehends being with Child, 
he never has the Privilege of uſing the Familiarity of a 
Husband with a Wife. He was once given to ſcrambling 
with his Hands, and ſprawling in his Sleep; and ever ſince 
ſhe has him ſwaddled up in Blankets, and his Hands and 


Feet ſwath'd down, and fo put to Bed; and there be 
lies with a great Beard, like a Raſſan Bear upon a drift 
| _ of 


F CS = 


of Snow. You are very great with him, I 


he never told yen h Grievances, he will I warm 


you. 
Care. Exceſſively fooliſh ! —But that which gives me 
moſt Hopes of her, is her telling ane of the many Temp- 


' tations ſhe has refiſted. 


Mel. Nay, then you have her ; for a Woman's bragging 


to a Man that ſhe has overcome Temptations, is an Ar. 


gument that they were weakly offer'd, and a C 
to him to engage her more irreſiſtibly. Tis only an en- 
hancing the Price of the Commodity, by telling you how 
many Cuſtomers have underbid her. 

Care. Nay, I don't deſpair—But ſtill ſhe hasa grudg- 
ing to you talk'd to her tother Night at my Lord 
Freth's Maſquerade, when I'm ſatisfy d ſhe knew me, and 
I had no Reaſon to complain of my Reception ; but I find 
Women are not the ſame bare-fac'd and in Mask,. 
and a Vizor diſguiſes th : Inclinations as much as their 
Faces. 

Mel. Tis a Miſtake, for Women may moſt properly 
be ſaid to be unmask'd when they wear 44 for that 
ſecures them from Bluſhing, and being out of Counte. 
nance, and next to being in the Dark, or alone, they are 
moſt truly themſelvesin a Vizor Mask. Here they come, 
I'll leave you—Ply her cloſe, and by and by clap a Bilke- 
doux into her Hand : For a Woman never thinks a Man 
truly in Love with her, 'till he bas been Fool enough to 
think of her out of her Sight, and to loſe ſo much time 


as to write to her. 
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SCENE VI. 


Careleſs, Sir Paul and Lady Plyant. ; 

Sir Paul. Shan't we diſturb your Meditation, Mr. Care- 
1 You wou' d be private? 

Care. You bring that along with you, Sir Paal, that 
ſhall be always welcome to my Privacy. 

Sir Paul. ©, ſweet Sir, you load your humble Servants, 
both me and my Wife, with continual Favours, 

L. P. Sir Paul, what a Phraſe was there? You wilFbe 
making Anſwers, and taking that upon you. which ought 
to lie upon me: That you ſhould have fo little Breeding 
to think Mr. Care/e/5 did not apply himſelf to me. Pray 
what have you to entertain any Bodies Privacy? I ſwear 
and declare in the Faceof the World I'm ready to bluſh 
for your Ignorance. 

Sir Paul. I ar pete, yl Lady but don't ſaub ſo loud 

[ Aide to ber. 

L. 5. Mr. — if a Perſon that is whelly illiterate 
might be ſuppoſed to be capable of being qualify'd to 
make a ſuitable Return to thoſe Obligations which you 
are pleaſed to confer upon one that is wholly incapable of 
being qualify'd in all thoſe Circumſtances, I'm ſure I 
ſhou'd rather attempt it than any thing in the World, 
[Courtefies] for I'm ſure there's nothing in the World 
that I would rather. ¶ Courteſies] But I know Mr. Careleſ; 
i ſogreat a Critick and ſo fine a Gentleman, thae it is 
impoſſible for me. 

Care: O Heav'ns! — you bn 
E L. P. — — we Women have not 
thoſe Advantages: I know Nun Imperfections But 
| 3 at 
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at the ſame time you muſt give me leave to declare in che 
Face of the World that no Body is more ſenſible of Fa. 
yours and Things; for with the Reſerve of my Honour, 

I aſſure you, Mr. Carele/s, I don't know any thing in 


- the World I wonld refuſe to 2 Perſon ſo meritoriou | 


You'll pardon my Want of Expreſſion. 
Care. O your Ladyſhipis abounding in all Excellence, 
particularly that of Phraſe. N 

L. P. Vou are ſo obliging. Sir. 
Care. Your Lady ſhip is ſo charming. 
Sir Paul. So, now, now ; mon my * 
L. P. So well bred. 31 
Care. So ſurprizing. 
L. P. So well dreſt, — 1 
affected, ſo eaſy, ſo free, ſo particular, ſo agrecable—— 
Sir Paul Ay, fo, fo, there. 
Care. O Lord, I beſeech you, Madam, dont. 
L. P. So gay, ſo graceful, ſo good Tecth, ſo fine Shape, 
% fine Limbs, ſo fine Linen, and r e ge neu 
have a very good Skin, Sir | 


Care. For Heav'ns lake, Maden quite out of 


| Countenance, 191 67 
Sir Paul. And my Lady' 8 with out of Breath ; c or elle 
you ſhould hearGad's-bud, you maytalk of my Lady Froth. 
Care. O fy, fy, not to be named of a Day—My Lady 
Froth is very well in her Accompliſhments -- But it is 
when my Lady P/yant is net ought If that can 
ever be. 
L. P. O you overcome „ Thai is 4 ben 
Sir Paul. Nay, I ſwear and vow that Was pretty. 
Care. O Sir Paul, you are the happieſt Man alive 
Such a Lady! that is the Envy of her own Sex, and the 
Admiration of ours. 
Sir Paul. Vour humble kunnt, I am p thank Heav' a 
ina fine way of living, as I may ſay, peacefully and hap- 
Pily, and I think need not efivy any of my Nejghbours, 
bleſſed he Providence— Ay, truly, Mr, Care/e/5, my . 
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dy is a great Bleſſing. a fine, diſcreet, well-ſpoken Woman 
as you ſhall ſee If it becomes me to ſay fo; and we live 
very comfortably together: ſhe is a liule haſty ſometimes, 
and ſo am I; but mine's ſoon over, and then I'm ſo forry 
—O, Mr. ann err thing— | 


| (2-* 4. — 2 FRE, "YG FER 


SCENE VI. 


Careleſs, Sir Paul, Lady Plyant, Boy with a Letter. 
L. P. How often have Wan of that, you gat 


r Paul Gad ſo, gad bud Tim. carry it to my 
Lady, you ſhould have carry'd it to my Lady firſt. 

Boy. Tis directed to your Worſhip. 

Sir Paul. Well, well, my Lady reads all lauen bin 
Child, do ſono more; d'ye hear, Tim. 


Boy. No, apt opts 1. 


SCENE VI. 


Careleſs, Sir Paul, Lady PI yant, 


Sir Paul. A Humour of my Wile's, you know Women 
have little Fancies—But as I was telling you, Mr. Carc- 
kf5, if it were not for one thing, I ſhould think my ſelf 
the happieſt Man inthe World ; indeed that touches me 
near, very near. 

Care. What can that be, Sir Paul ? 

Sir Paul. Why, I have, I thank Heav'n, a very plenti- 
ful Fortune, a good Eſtate in the Country, ſome; Houſes 


i Town, and ſome Mony, a pretty tolerable perſonal E- 


C4 late; 
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ſtate; and it is a great Grief to me, indeed it is, Mr. Care 
lef5, that I have not a Son to inherit this—'Tis true; I 
have a Daughter, and a fine dutiful Child ſhe is, though J 
ſay it, bleſſed be Providence I may fay ; for indeed, Mr. 
Careleſs, I am mightily beholden to Providence—A poor 
unworthy Sinner— But if 1 had a Son, ah, that's my 
Affliction, and my only Affliction; indeed I cannot refrain 
Tears when it comes in my Mind. [Cries. 
Care. Why, methinks that might be eaſily remedied— 
my Lady's a fine likely Woman 
Bir Paul. Oh, a fine likely Woman as you ſhall ſee in a 
Summer's Day — Indeed ſhe is, Mr, Careleſs, in all Re- 
ſpects. : 
: 1 And ! ſhould not. have taken you to have been 
fo old 
Sir Paul. Alas, that 5not it, Mr. Careleſi; ah ! that's not 


it; no, no, you ſhoot wide of the Mark a Mile; indeed 


yon do, that's not it, Mr. Careleſs ; no, no, that's not it. 
Care. No, what can be the Matter then ? | 


Sir Paul. You'll ſcarcely believe me, when I ſhall tel! 


you—my Lady is ſo Nice It's very ſtrange, but it's 
irue: Tootrue—ſhe's ſo very Nice, that E don't believe 
ſhe would touch a Man for the World At leaſt not a 
bove oncea Year ; I'm ſure I have found it ſo; and alas, 
what's once a Year to an old Man, who would do good 
in his Generation? Indeed it's true, Mr. Careleſi, it breaks 
my Heart 
far unworthy of that Honour, yet I am her Husband; 
but alas-a-day, I have no more Familiarity with her Per- 
ſon—as to that Matter — than with my ewn Mother 
— no indeed. 

Care. Alas- a- day, this is adds Story ; my Lady 


mult be told on't ; ſhe muſt i' faith, Sir Faul: tis an Inju- | 


ry to the World. | 
Sir Paul. Ah! would te Heav'n you would, Mr: Care- 
le/s.3. you are mightily in her Favour. ' -» 
Care.. 1 Warrant you, what we muſt have a Son ſome 
way or other. þ Sir Paul. 


I am her Husband, as I may ſay ; though 
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Sir Paul. Indeed, I ſhould be mightily bound to you, 
of you could bring it about, Mr. Careleſi. 

L. P. Here, Sir Paul, it's from your Steward, here's 
z Return of 600 Pounds ; you may take fifty of it for the 
next half Year, [Gives bim a Letter. 


SCEN-E 1X. 
"(To them] Lord Froth, Cynthia. 
Sir Paul. How does my Girl ? come hither tothy pa- 


ther, poor Lamb, thou' rt melancholick, 

Ld. Froth. Heav'n, Sir Paul, you amaze me, of all 
things in the World —You are never pleas'd but when we 
xe all upon the broad Grin; all Laugh and no Company: 
ab, then tis ſach a Sight to ſee ſome Teeth Sure you're 
2great Admirerof my Lady » 4 ante Mr. $neer, and Sir 
Larence Loud; and that Gang-. 

Sir Paul. I vow-and ſwear ſhe's a very merry omen, 
but, I think ſhe laughs a little too much. 

Ld. Frorb. Merry! O Lord, what a Character that is 
of a Woman of Quality——You have been at my Lady 
Vhifler's upon her Day, Madam? 

Cynt. Ves, my Lord I muſt humour this Fool. [ A. 

Ld. Froth. Well er e ! What is your Senſe of 
the Converſation ? 

Out. O moft ridiculous, a verpictal Conſort of laigh- 
ing without any Harmony for ſure, my Lord, to laugh 
cut of Time, is as dilagreeabls as to ling out of Time or 
out of Tune. 

Ld. Froth, Hee, lice, hee, right3 andthen, my Lady 
Whifler is ſo ready——ſhe always comes in three Bars too 
oon — And then, what do they laugh at? For you know 
langhing without a Jeſt is as impertinent ; hee f as, a 


nt. As dancing without a Fiddle: | 
5 | Ed. Fresh. 
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Id. Frorb. Joſt i'faith, that was at my Tongue's end. 
- -Gynt. But cannet be properly faid of them, for I 
think they are all in good Nature with the World; and 
only laugh at one another; and you muſt allow they have 
all Jeſts in their Perſons, though thay have none in their 
Converſation. 
Ld. Froth. True, 2 6 Perſon of Honour For 
Heav'n ns ſake let us ſacrifice em to Mirth a little. 
Erler Boy and vbiſpers Sir Paul. 
Sir Paul. Gads ſo— Wife, Wi, my Lad y Phan, I 
Dave a Word. 
L. P. I'm buſy, Sir Paul, I wonder at your imperti- 
nence 
Care. Sir Haul. harkee, I'm W the Matter you 
know ; Madam,—if your Ladyſhip pleaſe, we'll «diſcourſe 
of this in the next Room, 
Sir Paul. O ho, I wiſh you good Succeſs, I, wiſh you 
good Succeſs. Boy, tell my Lady, when e bas done, I 
would ſpeak with her below. | | 
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SCENE X. 


Cynthia, Lord Froth. Lady Froth, Brisk. 


L. Froth. Then you think that Epifade between 8 
the Dairy Maid, and our Coach-Man is not amiſs; you 
know, I may ſuppoſe the Dairy in Town, as well as in 
the Country, 

Brizk. Incomparable, let me periſh—But then being 
an Heroick Poem, had net you better call him Charioteer ? 
Charioteer ſounds great; beſides your Lady thip'sCoachman 
having a red Face, and you comparing him to the Sun— 


And you know the Sun is call d Heav'n's Charigteer. 


L. Froth. Oh, infinitely better Jam extremely behol- 


den to you for the Hint; ſtay, we'll read over thoſe half a 
Score 


The Dvo#Ls-Dratnh. bg 
9 [Pall out a Paper. ] Let me ſee here, 


hat before——the Com du 
wat | [Reade * * 


For as the Sun fbines U Day, 
$0 of our Coachman I may ſay. 


Brizk. I'm afraid that Simile won't do in wet Weather 
— Becauſe you ſay the Sun ſhines ev'ry Day. 
L. Froth. No, for the Sun it won't, but it will do for 
the Coach-man, for you know there's moſt Occaſion for 
a Coach in wet Weather. 

Brist. Right, right, that ſaves all. 

L. Froth. Then I don't fay the Sun ſhines all the Day, 
but that he peeps now and then, yet he does ſhine all the 
Day too, you know, the we don't ſee him. 

Brist. Right, but the Vulgar will never comprehend 


that. 
L. Froth. Well, you ſhall hear——let me ſee. 


[Reads] For as the Sun ſhines ev'ry Day, 
So, of our Coach-man I may ſay, add - 


He fhews his drunken fiery Face, 
Tuſft as the Sun does more or le/5. 


Brick. That's right, all's well, all's well. More or ks. 
L. Froth[reads] And when at Night his Labour's done, 
Then too, like Heav' n Charioteer the Sun: 

Ay, Charioteer does better. 


Into the Dairy he deſcends, | 
And there his Whipping and his Driving ends; 
There he's ſacure from Danger of a Bill. 

His Fare is paid him, and he ſets in Milk. 


"> 


For Su/an, you know, is Thetts, and ſo 
Brick. Incomparable well and proper, Tgad— But I 


have one Exception to make———Don't you think Y (1 
know 


Py 


3 = | | 
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too like a Hackney Coachman? 


contemptible by ex; ofiag their axis act 


2 
- 


know-it's: good Rhyme) but don't you think Lili and Fare 


I. Froth. I ſwear and vow I'm afraid ſo— And yet 
our Fels was a Hackney Coachman, when my Lord 


took him. 
Brizk. Was he? I'm anſwer'd, if Fehu-wasa Hackney 


Coachman—— You may put that in the marginal Notes 


_ tho', to prevent Criticiſm ——Only mark it with a ſmall 


Aſteriſm, and ſay, ——Fehu was formerly a Hackney 


Coachman. 
L. Froth. I will; you'd oblige me extremely te write 


Notes to the whole Fora 

Brist. With all my Heart and Soul, and proud of the. 
vaſt Honour, let me periſh. 

Ld. Froth. Hee, hee, hee, my Dear, have you done— 
won't you join with us, we were laughing at my Lady 
Whifler, and Mr. Sneer, | | 

L. Froth. Ay my Dear Were you? Oh 
Mr. Sneer ; he's a nauſeous Figure, a moſt fulſamick Fop, 
foh———He ſpent two Days together in going about 
Covent-Garden to ſuit he Ting: of his Ceach with his 
Complexion. 

Ld. Froth. Offilly ! yet his As i is as fond of him, as 
if ſhe had brought the Ape into the World her ſelf. 

Brist. Who, my Lady Tcasbleſi; O, ſhe's a mortifying 
Spectacle: ; fhe's always chewing the Cud like an old Exe. 

Cynt. Fy, Mr. Briat, Eringo's for her Cough: 
| . Froth. I have ſeen her take em half chew'd out of 
her Mouth, to laugh, and then put 'em in again Fob. 

Ed. Froth. Foh. 

L. Froth. Then ſhe's always ready to laugh when Sneer 
offers toſpeak—— And fits im Expecłation of his no Jeſt, 
with her Gums bare; and her Mouth o 

Br:isk. Like an Oiſter at low Ebb, I ada. ha, ha. 

Cynt [Afiae. J Well, I find there are no Fools ſoincon- 
ſiderable in themſelves. but they can render other People 


L. 
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L. Froth Then that tother ſtrapping Lady 1 
can't hit of her Name; the ol far Fool that pains lo ex- 


orbitantly. 
Brick. I know whom you mean But duce take me 
T can't hit of her Name neither Paints d ye ſay ? Why 
ſhe lays it on with a: Tron Then the has « great 
Brac rhe deities e and makes her leok as if 
ne were plaiſter d with Lime and Hair, let me periſh. 
L. Froth. Oh you made . upon her, Mr. Brick. 
Brick. He? egad, fo I did—— y Lord canſing it. 
Cynt. O good my Lord let's hear it. 
Brick. 'Tisnot a Song neither Ii i a ſort of an Epi- 
gram, or rather an Epigrammatick Sonnet; I don't know 
vhat to call it, but its Satire. Sing it, ** 


Lord Froth fings. 
Ancient Phillis bas young Graces, 
"Tis a firange thing, but @ true one ;- 
Shall I tell yon bn 
She her felf makes ber own Faces, 


And each Morning wears a new onez. 
Where's the Wonder nau, _ 


Frizh,S ort, but there's Salt in't; my way of "NG 


I'gad. 


\*\ 4 1 eee , Cc —4 
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SCENE XI. 


[To them] Footman. 


L. Froth. How now ? | 

Foot. Your Ladyſhip's Chair is come: 

L. Froth. Is Nurſe and the Child in it? 

Not. Yes, Madam. 

L. Froth. O the dear Creature! Let's go ſee it. 

Ld, Freth. I ſwear, my Dear, you'll ſpoil that Child, 
with 
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with ſending it to and again ſe often, this is the ſey 
time the Chair has Dos for her to Day. | 10 
T. Frotb. O- law, I ſwear it's but the fixth——and 1 
han't ſeen her theſe two Hours The dear Cres- 
ture——I ſwear, my Lord, you don't love poor liule 
Saphe———Come, my dear Cynthia, Mr. Brick, we'll go 
lee Sapho, tho“ my Lord won't. 

nt. I'll wait upon your Ladyſhip, 

Brick. Pray, Madam, how old is Lady Saphe ? 

L. Froth. Three Quarters, but I ſwear ſhe has a World 
of Wit, and can fing a Tune already. My Lord, won't 
you go? Won't you? What not to ſee Saph ? Pray, my 
Lord, come ſee little Sapbh. I knew you cou d not ſlay. 


QC 1 E162. IO) 8 3 0 


SCENE XII. 


Cynthia a/one. | 

Cynt. Tis not ſo hard to counterfeit Joy in the Depth 
of Affliction, as to diſſemble Mirth in Company of Fool, 
Why ſhould I call em Fools? The World think, 
better of em; for theſe have Quality and Education, Wit 
and fine Converſation, are receiv'd and admir'd by the 
World If not, they like and admire themſelve 
And why is not that true Wiſdom, for tis Happineſs: 
And for ought I know, we have miſapply'd the Name 
all this while, and miſtaken the Thing: Since 


Tf Happineſs in Self-content is plac'd, 
The Wiſe are Wrotched, and Foals only Bleſi'd. 


a ww wo .»- .  _a- _ cl 
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ACTI. SCENE I 


* 


 Mellefont and Cynthia. 


Gur. J Heard him loud as [ came by the Cloſet-Door 


and my Lady with him, bet ſhe ſeem'd Ws 
derate his Paſſion. 

Mel. Ay, Hell thank her, as gentle Rense e 
Fire; but I ſhall counter-work ber Spells, and ride che 
Witch in ber own Bridle. 

Cyrt. It's impoſſible ; ſhe'll caſt beyond you lill— 
I'll lay my Life it will never be a Match. * 

Mel. What? | 

Cynr. Between you and me. 

Mel. Why fo?” f WE) 

Cyne. My Mind gives me it won't becauſe we 
are both willing; we each of us ftrive to reach the Goal, 
and hinder one another in the Race; I {wear it never does 
well when the Parties are ſo agreed For when People 
walk Hand in Hand, there's neither ing nor meet · 
ing: We Hunt in Couples, where we both purſue the 
ſame Game, but forget one another; and tis becauſe we 
are ſo near that we don't think of coming together. 

Mel. Hum, gad [ believe there's ſomething int; 
Marriage is the Game that we hunt, and while we think 


that we only have it in View, I don Thee but we have it in 


our Power. 

Cynt. Within reach; for Example, give me your Hand; 
you havelook'd through the wrong End of the Perſpective 
all this while; for nothing has been between us but our 
Fears. G 


N 
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Mel. I don't know why we ſhould not ſteal out of the 
_ Houſe this very Moment and marry one another, with- 
aut Conſideration or the Fear of Repentance. Nen. 
tune, Portion, Settlements and Jointures. . 


Cynt., Ay, ay, what have we to do-with "em?" 
Enow we marry for Love. 

Mel. Love, Love, down-rigit very villanous Love. 

Cynt, And he that can't live upon Love, deſerves to die 


in a Ditch.—Here then, I give you my Promiſe, in 
ſpite of Duty, any Temptation of Wealth, your Incon- 
a "Rover; or my own Inclination to change 


Mel. Toe run moſt wilfully and unreaſonably away with 
me this Moment, and be married. 
. Cynt. Hold Never to marry any Body elſe. 
. Mel. That's but a kind of Negative Conſent———Why 
you won't balk the Frolick ? - 
Cynt. If you had not been / ſo aſſured of your own Con- 


duct. I. would not But tis but reaſonable that ſince l 


conſent to lige a Man without the vile Conſideration of 


Mony, he ſhould give me a very evident Demonſtrat ion 


of his Wit: Therefore let me ſee you undermine my Lady 
Touc hauood, as you boaſted, and force her to give her 
Conſent, and then 
Mel. I'll do't. | 
Gynt. And I'll. do't. 
Mel. This very next enſuing Hour of eight a Clock, is 
the laſt Minute of her Reign, unleſs the Devil af her in 
ria perſonas, + 
11 Well if the Devilſhould aflif her, and your Plot 
miſcarry. 
M=, Ay, what am I to truſt to then? 
Oyunt. Why if you give me very clear Demonſtration 
that ic was the Devil, I'll allow for irreſiſtible Odds. But 


if I find it to be only Chance, or Deſtiny, or unlucky 


Stars, or any thing but the very Devil, I'm inexorable: 
On'y ſtill Lil keep my Word; and live a Maid for your 


ſake. 
Mil. 


8g. ÞR 
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Mel. And you wor'e die one, for your 67s foil 


| there's Hope. 


Cynt. Here's my Mother-in- law, and your Friend Cart- 
ly, I would not have em ſee us together yet. 


Careleſs and Lady Plyant. 


L. P. I Swear, Mr. Carelefi, you are very alluring 
And ſay ſo many fine Things, and nothing is ſo moving 
to me as a fine Thing, Well, I muſt do you this Juffice, 
and declare in the Face of the World, never any Body 
tain'd ſo far upon me as your ſelf; with Bluſhes I muſt 
own it, you have ſhaken, as I may fay, the very Foun- 
dation of my Honour Well, ſure if I eſcape your Im- 
portunities, I ſhall value my ſelf as long as T live, 1 
ſwear. 

Care. And deſpiſe me. | [Sighing. 
L. P. The laſt ofany Man in the World, by my Purity: 
how you make me ſwear—O Gratitude forbid, thut I 
ould ever be wanting in a reſpectful Acknowledgment 
of an intire Reſignation of all my beſt Wiſhes, for the 
Perſon and Parts of ſo accomplifh'd a Perſon, whoſe Merit 
challenges much more, I'm ſure, than my illiterate Praiſes 
an deſcription 

Care. ¶ Ia a whining Tone ] Ah Heav'ns, Madam, you 


min me with Kindneſs ; your charming Tongue purſues 


the Victory of your Eyes, while at your 9 
Adorer dies 


L.P. Ah! Very fine. 
Care. [Still whining] Ah why are you ſo Fair, fo be- 


witching Fair? O let me grow to the Ground here, and 
eaſt upon that _— 2 it tomy Heart, my 
tremb- 
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trembling Heart, the nimble Movement thall inſtruct your 
Pulſe, and teach it to alarm Deſire. 

[Zoons I'm alneſ at the end of my Cant, oe ther met yield 
quickly. , (Ala. 
L. P. O that's ſo paſſionate and fine, I cannot hear it— 

I am not ſafeif I tay, and muſt leave you. 


Care. And muſt you leave me! Rather let me languim 


| out a wretched Life, and breathe my Soul beneath your 

Feet. I muft Jay the ſame Thing over again, and can't help it. 

(Aide 

L. P. I ſwear Tm ready to languiſh too——— O my 

Honour! Whither is it going? I proteſt you have given 
me the Palpitation of the Heart. 
Care. Can you be fo cruel. 

L. P. O riſe I beſeech you, ſay no more ul you riſe 
Why did you kneel ſo long? I ſwear I was fo tranſ- 
ported, I did not fee it. Well, to ſhew you how far 
you have gain'd upon me; I aſſure you if Sir Paul ſhould 
die, of all Mankind there's none I'd ſooner make my 
ſecond Choice. 

Care. O Heav'n! I can't out-live this Night without 
your Favour I feel my Spirits faint, a general Damp- 


neſs oyer-ſpreads my Face, a cold deadly Dew already 


vents through all my Pores, and will to Morrow waſh 
me for eyer from your Sight, and drown me in my 
Tomb. | 
L. P. O you ure conquer'd, ſweet, melting, moving 
Sir, you have conquer'd—— What Heart of Marble can 
refrain to weep, and yield to ſuch ſad Sayings. — [ Crie.. 
Care. I Thank Heav'n they are the ſaddeſt that I ever 
Rid——Oh! [1/all never contain Laughter. (Aid. 
L. P. Oh, I yield my ſelf all up to your 
Embraces——Say, thou dear dying Man, when, where, 
and how. Ah, there's Sir Paul. 
Care, 'Slife, yonder's Sir Paul, but if . 
Tm ſo tranſported I cannot ſpeak—— This Note will in- 
form you. [Gives ber @ Note 
5 SCENE 


have not him, I have ſworn never to 


SCENE Ii. 


Lady Plyint, Sir Paul, Cynthia. 
Sir Paul. Thou art my tender Lambkin, and ſhalt do 
what thou wilt—But endeavour to forget this Me/lefonr. 
Cynt. I would obey you to my Power, Sir; but if I 


marry. 

Sir Paul. Never to marry! Heav'ns forbidz muſt I 
neither have Sons nor Grandſons ? muſt the Family of 
the Phants be utterly extin& for want of Iſſue Male? Oh 
Impiety | But did you ſwear, did that ſweet Creature 
ſwear! ha? How durſt you ſwear without ay" Conſent, 


ak? Gade bud, whoamT? 


Cynt. Pray don't be angry, Sir, when I ſwore, I had 
your Conſent ; and therefore I ſwore. 

Sir Paul. Why then the revoking my Conſent does an- 
nal, or make of none effect your Oath: So you may un- 
ſwear jtaggin—— The Law will allow it. | 

Cynt. Ay, but my Conſcience never will. 

Sir Paul. Gad:-bud no matter for that, Conſtience and 
Law never go together; you muſt not expect that. | 

L. P. Ay, but Sir Pan, I conceive if ſhe has ſworn, 
d'ye mark me, if ſhe has once ſworn; it is mot unchri- 
ſian, inhuman, and obſcene that ſhe ſhou'd break it — 
FU make up the Match again, becauſe Mr. 6 
it would oblige kim. [Ali. 

Sir Paul. Does your Ladyſhip conceive o Why I 
was of that Opinion once too Nay if your Ladyſhip 
conceives ſo, I'm of that Opinion again; but I can nei- 


ther find my Lord nor my Lady to know what they in- 


tend. 
L. P. I'm 


d that my Couſin Mællgſont has been 
Ort. 


much — 2 
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Cynt. [ Aſfde.] I'm amaz d to find her of our fide, ſor 
Pm ſure ſhe lov'd him. 
. P. I know my Lady Texchweed has no Kindneh 
for him; and beſides I have been inform'd by Mr. Careliſi, 
that Me/lefont had never any thing more than a profound 
Reſpedt That he has own'd himſelf to be my Ad- 
mirer 'tis true, but he was never ſo preſumptuous to en- 
tertain any diſhonourable Notions of Things; ſo that if 
this be 5 plain] don't ſee how my Daughter can 
in Conſcience, or Honour, or any thing in the World— 

Sir Pau/. Indeed if this be made plain, as my Lady your 
Mother ſays, Cy — 

L. P. Plain! I was inform'd of it by Mr. cer 
And Taſſure you Mr. Carelęſi is a Perſon——that has a 
moſt extraordinary Reſpect and Honour for you, Sir Paul. 


Hut. [Alle ] And for your Ladyſhip too, I believe, 


or elſe you had not chang'd Sides ſo ſoon ; now I begin 
to find it. 
Sir Paul. I am much obliged to Mr. Carele/4 really, he 
- is a Perſon that I have a great Value for, notonly for that, 
but becauſe he has a great Veneration for your Ladyſhip. 
. P. O las, no indeed, Sir Pau tis upon your Ac- 
8 jel 
Sir Paul. No I proteſt and vow, F have no Title to his 
3 but in having the Honour to appertain in ſome 
Meaſure to your Ladyſhip, that's all. 
L. P. O law now, I ſwear and declare, it ſhan't be ſo; 
you're too modeſt, Sir Paul. 


Sir Paul. It becomes me, when there is any Compari· 


ſon made, between 
I. P. O fy, fy, Sir Paul, you'll put me out of Coun- 
tenance——Your very obedient and affectionate Wife; 
that's al. And highly honour'd in that Title. 
Sir Paul. Gads-bud Iam tranſported ! Give me leave to 
kiſs your Ladyſhip's Hand. 
nt. That my poor Father ſhould beſo. very ay! 
"OY 
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L. P. My Lip indeed, Sir Paal, I ſwear you ſhall. 

[He hiffes ber, and bows wirg . 

Sir Paul. 1 humbly thank your Ladyſhip— } don't 
know whether I fly on Ground, or walk in Air——Gads- 

bad, ſhe was never thus before—Well, I muſt own my 

ſelf the moſt beholden to Mr.Cereleſ —— As ſure as can 
be this is all his doing, — ſomething that he has ſaid ; 
well, tis a rare thing to have an ingenious Friend. Well, 

ae nnn 


L. S. By all mean Ar ces has ſatisfy'd me 

of the Matter, 

Sir Paul. Well, why then, Lamb, you may keep your 

been come hitler 
one, and kiſs Papa. 
L. P. I ſwear and declare, I am in ſuch a twitter to 
read Mr. Careleſs his Letter, that I can't forbear any longer 
But though I may read all Letters firſt by Prerogative, 
yet ['ll be ſure to be unſuſpected this time. — Poul 
| Sir Paul. Did your Ladyſhip call? 

L. P. Nay, not to interrupt you, my Dear | 
lend me your Letter, which you had from your Steward 
to Day: I would look upon the Account again; and may 
be increaſe your Allowance. 

vir Pas). There it is, Madam: Do you want a Pen and 
Ink ? [Bows and gives the Letter. 
I. P. No, no, nothing elſe, I thank you, Sir Pau/— 
e now I cas read my own Letter under the Cover of 
bis. L Hai.. 

Sir Paul. He? And wilt thou bring a Grandſon at nine 
Months end-— He? A brave chopping Boy, Pl 
ſettle a thouſand Pound a Year upon the Rogue as ſoon 
u ever he looks me in the Face, I will Gads-bud. I'm 
overjoy'd to think I have any of my Family that will 
bring Children into the World, For I would fain have 
ſome Reſemblance of my ſelf in my Poſterity, he Thy ? 
oa RE ” Do Gads-bud, think 

on 


o 
. 
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on thy old Father ; lieſd Makce the young Rogue alike 

Cone. . Sir. 

Sir Paal. Merry, Gads · bud I'm ſerious,” Pl give thee 
500 J. for every Inch of him that reſembles me; ah this 
Eye, this left Eye! A thouſand Pound for this left Eye- 
This has done Execution in its time, Girl; why thou haſt 
my Leer, Huſſy, juſt thy Father's Leer. Let it be 
tranſmitted to the young Rogue by the help of Imagina- 
tion; why 'tis the Mark of our Family, Thy; our Houſe i, 
diitinguiſh'd by a languiſhing Eye, as the Houſe of Auſtria 
is by a thick Lip.—-Ah! when I was of your Age, Huſ. 
ſy, I would have held fifty to one, I could have drawn 
my. own Picture — Gads-bud I eould have done 
not ſo much as you neither, —— but ——— ray, don't 
bluſh 

nt. I don't bluſh, Sir, for I vow I don't underfland— 

Sir Paul. Pſhaw. Pſhaw, you fib, you Baggage, you do 
underſtand, and you ſhall underſtand; come don't be ſo 
nice, Gads-bud don't learn after your Mother-in-law my 
Lady here: Marry Heav'n forbid that you ſhould fol- 
low her Example, that would ſpoil all indeed. Blefs us, 
if you ſhould take a Vagarie and make a raſh'Reſolution | 
on your Wedding Night, to die a-Maid, as ſhe did; all 
were ruin'd, all my Hopes loſt—— My Heart would 
break, and my Eſtate would be left to the wide Werld, 
he? I hope you are a better Chriſtian than to think of 
living a Nun; he? Anſwer me. | 

Cynt. I'm all Obedience, Sir, to your 1 

L.P Having read the Letter. ] O dear Mr. Carei9ſ 
I ſwear he writes charmingly, and he looks charming, 
and he has charm'd me, as much as I have charm'd him; 
and ſo Ill tell him in the Wardrobe when tis dark. 0 
Crimine! I hope Sir Pau/ has not ſeen both Letters. 
[Puts the wrong Letter haſtily up, and gives him ber own. 
Sir. Paul, here's your Letter, to Morrow Morning P 
ſettle Accounts to your Advantage. 

SCENE 
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SCENE I. 


[To them] Brisk. 


Brick. Sir Pau Gads-bud you're an uncivit Perſon, let 
ne tell you, and all that; I: [ did not think it had been 
8 you. 


| Sir Paul. O Law, whatvihe mater now? [ dope ou 


ne not angry, Mr. Brick. 

Brick. Duce take me I believe you intend to marry 
pur Daughter your ſelf; you're always brooding over her 
F 
le? 

fir Paal Good firange I Mr: Brick is foch a m f 
ious Perſon, he, he, be. No, no, I have done with 
ler, I have done with her now. 

Brick. The Fiddles have ſtay d this Hour inthe Hall, 
W 
Sir Paul. Go, ge. Child, — a 506 ace. 
and be merry, TY comp gadigns of you band dpc—— 
Where's my Son Me/lefont ? 

L. P. I'll ſend him to them, ä — 
Brist. Sir Paul, will you ſend Careleſi into the Hall if 
you meet him? 

ARCS tC IO PRE GE IORR 


purpoſe. 


* 


SCENE 


OE N. 
- Brisk alone; 


; Brick. — and I have an Oppor- 
tunity to practiſe— Ah! My dear Lady Froth / She's a 
moſt engaging Creature, if ſhe were not ſo fond of tha 
damn'd coxcombly Lord of hers ; and yet Iam forced to 

allow him Wit too, to keep in with him — No matter, 
ſhe's a Woman of Parts, and I'gad Parts will carry her. 
She ſaid ſhe would follow me into the Gallery—— Now 
to make my Approacher——Hem hem] Ah Ma [Bow] | 
dam Pox on' t, why ſhould I diſparage my Parts by 
thinking what to ſay ? None but dull Rogues. i; witty 
Men, like rich Fellows, are always ready for all Expences; 
while your Blocheads, like poor needy Scoundrels, are 
forced to examine their Stock, and forecaſt the Charges of 
the Day. Here ſhe comes, I'll ſeem not to ſee her, and 
try to win her with a airy Invention en 


hem! 


eee 


S c EN E VI. 


[To him] Lady Froth. 


[Brisk Sings, walking about) I'm = with Love, ha, ha, 
ha, pr yt hee come cure me. 
Pm fick with, &c. 
O ye Pow'rs! O my Lady Froth, my Lady Froth ! My 
Lady Froth! Heigho! Break heart; Gods I thank you. 
[Stands muſing with bis Arms a-croj+. 


L.Froth. O Heav'ns, Mr. Brisk! What's the Matter? 
| N Brick. 


G — = 


FSE. fees 0088 2. 


2 


e V - ©» & vo 


The DouBrB-DeaALER.' 73 | 


Brick. My Lady Freth ! Your Ladyſhip's moſt hum. 
ble Servant; — The Matter, Madam ? Nothing, Ma- 
dam, nothing at all I'gad. I was fallen into the moſt 
Amuſement in the whole Province of Contem- 
: That's all —— (I'll erm to conceal my Paſſion, 
and that will look like Reſpect.) [ Afide. 

L. Froth. Bleſs me, why did you call out upon me ſo 
e -- 

Brick. O Lerd, I Madam ? I beſeech your Ladyſhip-- 
when ? 

I. orb. Juſt now as I came in, bleſs me, why don't 
you know it ? 

Brick. Not I, let me periſh But did I! Strange ! 
I confeſs your Ladyſhip was in my Thoughts; and [ 
was in a ſort of Dream that did in a manner repreſent 2 
rery pleaſing Object to my Imagination, 9 
indeed ? — To ſee how Love and Murder will out. But 
did I really name my Lady Froth ? 

L. Froth. Three times aloud, as I love Letters — But 
did you talk of Love? O Parnaſſus ! Who would have 
thought Mr. Bris& could have been in Love, ha, ha, ha. 
0 Heav'ns, I thought you cou'd have no Miſtreſs but 
the Nine Muſes. 

Brick. No more I have, Tad, for I adore 'em all in 
your Ladyſhip — Let me periſh, I don't know whether 
v be ſplenetick, or airy upon't; the Duce take me if I 
an tell whether I am glad or ſorry that your Ladyſhip 
has made the Diſcovery. 

L. Froth, O be merry by all means — Prince Yo//cius 
in Love! Ha, ha, ha. ; 

- Brick. O barbarous, to turn me into Ridicule ! Yet, 
ha, ha, ha. The Duce take me, I can't help laughing my 
ſelf, ha, ha, ha; yet by Heav'ns I have a 22 
kon for your Ladyſhip, ſeriouſly. 


L. Frotb. Seriouſly ? Ha, ha, ha. 
Brick. * ha, ha. Gad I have, for all I 


D I. Froth. 
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L. Frath. Ha, ha, ba! n T laugh at? 
Ha, ba, ha. 
Brist. Me I gad, ha, ha. 

I.. Freth. No, the Duce take me if I don't kings at 
my ſelf; for Jang me it I have nota violent Fate for | 
Mr. Brist, ha, ha, ha. 

Brist. Serioufly? l 

L. Froth, Seriouſly, ha, ha, ha. 

Bend. Fhat's well enough; let me periſh, ha, is a 
O miraculous, what a happy Diſcovery. Ah my dear 
charming Lady Froth! 

L. Froth. Oh my adored Mr. Brist! [Embrace- 


G CER Y D 
e 


8 GENE. VI. 


1 ben] L. Froth. 


Ia. Froth. The Company are allready — How now ! 
B73:k. Zoons, Madam, there's my Lord. [Softh to her. 
. I. Froth. Take no notice — but obſerve me 
| Now caſt off, and meet me at the lower end of the 
Room, and then join Hands again; I could teach my 
Lord this Dance purely, but I vypw, Mr. Brick, 1 can't 
tell how to come fo near any other Man. Oh here's my 
Lord, now you ſhall fee me do it with him. | 
[4 [They pretend to practiſe part of a Country Dance. 
« Ld. Froth. — Oh I fee there's no harm yet — But 
I don't like this Familiarity. [Afide. 
L. Froth. —— Shall you and I do our cloſe Dance, 
to ſhew Mr. Brisk ? T- 
Ld. Frorh. No, my Dear, &þ ie with ies, | 
L. Frotb. I'll do it with him, my Lord, when you are 
out of the Way. | 
Brist. That's good T'gad, that's good, Duce take me 
T can hardly hold laughing in his Face. 44 


_— 
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Id. Freth. Any other time, my Dear, Wr 
it below. 0 

I. Froth. With all my Heart. | 

Brick. Come, my Lord, Pll wait on 0 My 

witty Angel! [To her. 
L. Frotb. We ſhall have whiſpering time enough, you 

know, ſince we are Partngrs. 


OUT TE GS EE ot e $2258 
. N K. vn 
Lady Plyant, and Careleſs. 


L. P. O Mr. Careleſi, * Carel, Tm ruin d, Pm 
undone. 

Care, What's the Matter, Madam? 

1. O the unlucky ſt Accident, Tin afraid I ſhan't 
live to tell it you. 

Care. Heav'n forbid ! What is it? | 
L. P. I'm in ſuch a Fright; the ſtrangeſt 
and Premunire! I'm all over in a univerſal Agitation, I 
dare ſwear every Circumſtance of me trembles. O your 
Letter, your Letter ! By an unfortunate Miſtake, I have 

given Sir Paul your Leuer inſtend of his own. 

Care. That was unlucky. 

L. P. O yonder he comes reading of it, for Heav'ns 
fake ſtep in here and adviſe me quickly before he ſees, 


RECENT AED 


s CEN E 9 


Sir Paul avith the Letter. 


Sir Paul. — O Providence, what a Conſpiracy have I 
diceverd —— Bat let me ſee to make an end on 
D 2 L Reads. ] 


# 
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Reads. ] Hum 
Gallery. If Sir Paul hould ſurpriſe us, I have a Cen- 
miſſion from him to treat ewith you 
Fa# — Matter of Fact! — pretty; it ſeems then 1 
am conducing to my own Cuckoldom ; why this is the 
very traiterous Poſition of taking up Arms by my Au- 
thority, againſt my Perſon ! Well, let me ſee — Till iben 
I languiſh in Eæpectation of my adored Charmer. 

Dying Ned Careleſs. 
Gads-bud, would that were matter of Fact too. Die and 


be damn'd for a Juda Maccabeus, and Iſcariot both. O 


Friendſhip! What art thou but a Name! Henceforward 
let no Man make a Friend that would net be a Cuckold: 
For whomſoever he receives into his Boſom, will find the 
Way to his Bed, and there return his Careſſes with Inte- 
reſt to his Wife. Have I for this been pinion'd Night 
after Night for three Years paſt? Have I been ſwath'd in 
| Blankets till I have been even depriv'd of Motion? Have 
I approach'd the Marriage Bed with Reverence as to a 
facred Shrine, and deny'd my ſelf the Enjoyment of law- 
ful Domeſtick Pleaſures to preſerve its Purity, and muſt 
I now find it polluted by foreign Iniquity ? O my Lady 
Pant, you were chaſte as Ice, but you are melted now, 
and falſe as Water. — But Providence has been conſtant 
to me in diſcovering this Conſpiracy ; ſtill I am heholden 
to Providence, if it were not for Providence, ſure poor 
Sir Paul, thy Heart would break. | 


SCENE x. 
[To bim) Lad) Plant 


L. p. "i Sir, I ſee you have read the Letter — Well 
now, Sir Paul, what do you think of your Friend Care- 
ts/5? Has he been treacherous, er did you give his Inſo- 


After Supper in the Wardrobe by the 
about the very matter of 


OO hy ted 
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Jence . Licence to make Tryal of your Wife's ſulpeAed 
Virtue? D'ye fee here? [Snatches the Letter as in Anger. 
Look, read it? Gads my Life if I thought it were ſo, 
I would this Moment renounce all Communication with 
you. Ungrateful Monſter! He? Isitſo? Ay, I ſee it, a 
Plot upen my Honour ; your guilty Cheeks confefs it : 
Oh where ſhall wrong d Virtue fly for Reparation |! In 
be divorc'd this Inſtant. 
Sir Paul. Gads-bud what ſhall I ſay? This is * 
ſtrangeſt Surpriſe! Why I don't know any thing at all, 
nor I don't know whether there be any thing at all in 
the World or no. | 
L. P. I thought I ſhould try you, falſe Man. I that 
never diſſembled in my Life: Vet to make Trial of you, 
ed to like that Monfter of Iniquity, Careliſi, and 
found out that Contrivance to let you ſee this Letter; 
which now I find was of your own inditing — I do, 
Heathen, I do; ſee my Face no more; I'll be divorced 


preſent y. + 

Sir Paul. O ftrange, what will become of me! I'm 
ſo amaz'd, and ſo overjoy'd, ſo afraid, and fo ſorry. 
— But did you give me this Letter on Purpoſe, he ? 
Did you ? 

L. > Did 1 ? Do you doubt me, Turk, Saracen? I 
have a Couſin that's a Proctor in the Commons, I'll go 
to kim inſtantly. 

Sir Paal. Hold, ſtay, I beſeech your Lady ſhip —— 
I'm fo overjoy'd, ſtay, I'll confeſs all. 

L. P. What will you confeſs, Jew? 

Sir Paul. Why now as I hope to be ſaved, I had ne 
Hand in this Letter Nay hear me, I beſeech your 
Ladyſhip: The Devil take me now if he did not go 
beyond my Commiſſion If I defir'd him to ds any 


more than ſpeak a good Word only juſt for me; Gade- 
bud enly for poor Sir Paul, 3 
or what you pleaſe to call me. 
LP. Why is not here Matter of FaQ ? 
D 3 Sir 
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Sir Paul. Ay, but by your own Virtue and Conti- 
nency that matter of Fact is all his own doing. 
I confeſs I had a great Deſire to have ſome Honours 
conferr'd upon me, Which lie all in your Ladyſhip's 
Breaſt, and he being a well-ſpoken Man, I deſired him 


to intercede for me. 


IL. P. Did you fo, Preſumption ! Oh! he comes, the 
Targuin comes; I cannot bear his Sight. 
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SCN IMC 
Careleſs, Sir Paul. 


Care. Sir Paul, I'm glad I've met with you, gad I 
have ſaid all I could, but can't prevail — Then my 


Friendſhip to you has carry'd me a little farther in this 


Matter 
Sir Paul. Indeed — Well Fir — I'll diſſemble with 
him a little. [ Hfde, 


Care. Why faith I have in my Time known honeſt. 


Gentlemen abuſed by a pretended Coyneſs in their Wives, 
and I hada mind to try my Lady's Virtue — And when 
I could not prevail for you, gad I pretended to be in 
love my ſelf —- but all in vain, ſhe would not hear a 
Word upon that Subject: Then I writ a Letter to her; 
don't know what Effects that will have, but PII be ſure 
to tell you when I do, tho' by this Light I believe her 
Virtue is impregnable. 

Sir Paul. O Providence ! Providence! What Diſcove- 
Ties are here made? Why, this is better and more mi- 


raculous than the reſt. 

Care. What do you mean ? 

Sir Paul. I can't tell you, I'm ſo overjoy'd; come 
along with me to my Lady, I can't contain my ſelf ; 
come, my dear Friend. 


Care. So, ſo, ſo, this Difficulty" ov“ et [Ade 
SCENE 


} 
h 
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SCENE XI. 
Mellefont, Maskwell, from different Doors, 


Mel. Markwell! 1 have been looking for you—— 
'tis within a Quarcer of Eight. 

Mast. My Lady is juſt gone into my Lord's Cloſer, 
you had beſt fleal into her Chamber' before ſhe comes, 
and lie concealed there, atherwiſe, fie may lock the 
Door when we are together, and you n not calily get in 
to ſurprize us. 

Mel. He! You ſay true. 

Mal. You had beſt make haſts, for after ſhe has 
made ſome Apology to the Company for her own, and 
my Lord's Abſence all this while, ſhe'll retire to der 
Chamber inſtantl 7). 

N 1 bi this Moment : Now Fortune 1 defy thes, 


I 
N 
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1 alone. qa 


Mask. LA ns Pry to denen 


your own Opinion ; the Appearance is very fair, but I 
have an After-Game to play that ſhall turn the Tables, 


n nn 
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[To Bin] Lord Touchwood. 
Ld. T. Maskwell, you are the Man I wiſh'd to meet. 
Mask. I am happy to be in the way of your Lordſhip', 
Commands. 
Ld. T. I have always found you prudent and carefulin 


any thing that has concern'd me or my Family. 
Mask. I were a Villain elſe I am bound by Duty and 


Gratitude, and my own Inclination, to be ever your Lord- 


ſhip's Servant. 
Ld. T. Enough ——You are my Friend; I know it. 
Yet there has been a thing in your Knowledge, which has 
concern'd me nearly, that you have conceal'd from me. 
Mask. My Lord! 
Id. T. Nay, Iexcuſe your Friendſhip to my unnatural 
Nephew thus far But I know you have been privy to 
his impious Deſigns upon my Wife. This Ev ning ſhe 
has told me all: Her Good-nature conceal'd it as long as 
was poflible ; but he perſeveres ſo in Villany, that ſhe has 
told me even you were weary of diſſuading him, though 
you have once actually hindered him from forcing her. 
Mask. Iam ſorry, my Lord, I can't make you an An- 
ſwer; this is an Occaſion in which I would not willingly 
be ſilent. - 
Ld. 7. I know you would excuſe him—And Iknov 


as well that you can't, 


Mask. Indeed I was in Hopes t'had been a youthful | 


Heat that might have ſoon boil'd over; but———— 
Ld. T. Say on. 


Mask. I have nothing more to ſay, my Lord——But 


to expreſs my Concern ; for I think his Frenzy increaſes 
daily. 
Ld. 7. 
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Id. T. How! Give me but Proof of it, Ocular Prooſ : 
that I may juſtify my Dealing with him to the World, and 
ſhare my Fortunes. | 

Mak. O my Lord ! conſider that is hard: Beſides, Time 
may work upon him: Then, for me to do it! I have pro- 
fefs'd an everlaſting Friendſhip to him. 

Ld. T. He is your Friend, and what am I? 

Mat. Iam anſwered. 

Ld. T. Fear not his Diſpleaſure ; 1 wilt put you outof 

his, and Fortune Power, and for that thou art ſcrupu- 
louſly honeſt, I will ſecure thy Fidelity to him, and pi 
my Honour never to own any Diſcovery that you 
— Can you give me a demonſtrative Proof ? 
Speak. 5 ; 
Mack, T wiſh I could not To be plain, my Lord, I 
intended this Ev'ning to have try'd all A to diſ- 
unde him from a Deſign, which I ſuſpect ; and if I had 
not ſucceeded, to have informed your Lordſhip of what 
I knew. | 

Ld. T. I thank you. What is the Villain's Purpoſe ? 

Mak. He has own'd nothing to me of late, and what I 
mean now, is only a bare Sufpicion of my own. If your 
Lordſhip will meet me a Quarter of an Hour hence there, 
in that Lobby by my Lady's Bed-Chamber, I ſhall be able 
to tell you more. 

Id. T. I will. 2 

Mat. My Duty to your Lordſhip makes me do a ſe- 
rere Piece of Juſtice —— 


14. 7. I wilt be ſecret, and reward your Honeſty by 


| yond your Hopes. 
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8 CEN E XV. 


SC E NE opening, ſoews Lady Touchwood”s 
Chamber. 


Mellefont Solus. 


Mel. Pray Heav' n my Aunt keep touch with fs Aſſig · 
nation. Oh that her Lord were but ſweating behind 
this Hanging, with the ExpeQation of what I ſhall ſee— 
Hiſt, ſhe comes— Little does ſhe think what a Mine is 
uit 1 to ring under her Feet. But to my Poſt. 

| [Goes behind the Hangings 


—N a 28” 
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SCENE XVI 
Lady Touchwood. 


B. H. . Eight a Clock: Methinks I ſhould have 
found him here. Who does not prevent the Hour of 
Love, out ſtays the Time; for to be dully punctual, is too 
now .I was accuſing you of Neglect. 


WM 25 S FORE EST 


SCENE XVII. 
Lady Touchwood, Maskwell. 


Mellefont abſconding. 
Mark. I confeſs you do reproach me when I ſee you 
here before me; but 'tis fit I ſhould be till behind-hand, | 
Aill to be more and more indebted to your Goodneſs. 
L. T. You can excuſe a Fault too well, not to hare 
been to blame—A ready Anſwer ſhews you were prepar'd. 


» + 
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Mal. Guilt is ever at a Loſs, and Confufion waits up- 
2 ; when Innecence and bold Trab ace always roody' 
1. 7. Not in Love! Words are the weak Support of 
cold Indifference ;-Love has no Language to be heard. 
Mast. Exceſs of Joy has made me fiupid! Thus may 
my Lips be ever clev'd. ¶ Lis ber.] And thus Oh Who 
would not loſe his Speech, upon Condition to have Joys 
above it ? 
-E.$ Hold, let me lock the Door firſt. 
[Goes to the Door. 
BB Mat Ad.] That I believ'd ; 'twas well I left che 
| private Paſſage open. 
L. T. So, that's ſafe. 
Mack. pe" ant gr FEST HH and ſecret a- 
this Kiſs 
_ Mel. Andmay allTreachery be thus diſcover d. [Leap out. 
Lf. AS}. [Shricks. 
Mel. Villain! Offers to draw. 


Marks: Nay then, there's but one Way, [Runs out; 
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S C E N E XVII: 
Lady Touchwood, Melleſont. 


Mil. Say you ſo, were you provided for an Eſcape? - 


Hold, Madam, you have no more Holes to your Burrough, 
I fand between you and this Sally-Port. 

L. T. Thunder ſtrike thee dead for this Deceit, imme- 
diatel ightning blaſt thee, me, and the whole World Oh 
I could rack my ſelf, play the Vulture to my own Heart, 


and gnaw it piece meal, ſor not boding to me ee 


ne. 
Mel. Be baue. 
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Mel. Conſider I have you on the Hook ; you will but 
flounder your ſelf a weary, and be nevertheleſs myPriſoner, 
5 TH hold my Breath and die, butT'll be free. © 
| Met. O Madam, have a care of dying unprepar'd; [ 
doubt you have ſome unrepented Sins that may hang hea- 
vy, and retard your Flight. 

L. T. OI What ſhall I do ? ſay ? Whither ſhall I turn? 


Has Hell no Remedy ? 
Mel. None, Hell has ſerv'd you ev'n as Heav'n has done, 


left you to your ſelf, — You're in a kind of Eraſmus Para · 


diſe; yet if you pleaſe you may make it a Purgatory ; and 
with alittle Penance and my Abſolution, all this may turn 
to good Account. 


L. . Ad-] Hold in, my Paſſion, and fall, fall a litle 


thou ſwelling Heart; let me have ſome Intermiſſion of 
this Rage, and one Minute's Coolneſs to diſſemble. 
[She aweegs, 
Mel. You have been ta * — I like thoſe Tears, 
and hope they are of the pureſt kind—Penitential Tears, 
L. T. O the Scene was ſhifted quick before me I had 
not time to think ] was ſurprized to ſee a Monſter in 


the Glaſs, and now I find tis my ſelf; Can you have Mer- 


cy to forgive the Faults I have imagin'd, but never put 
in Prat ce — O confider, conſider how fatal you have 
been to me, you have already kill'd the Quiet of this Life. 
The Love of you was the firſt wand'ring Fire that e'er 
miſled my Steps, and while I had only that in View, I 
vas betray'd into unthought of Ways of Ruin. 

Mel. May I believe this true? 

L. T. O be not cruelly incredulous—— How can you 
doubt theſe ſtreaming Eyes? Keep the ſevereſt Eye o'er 
all my future ConduQ; and if I once relapſe, let me not 
hope Forgiveneſs, twill ever be in your Power to rein 
me——My Lord ſhall ſign to your Deſires ; I will my ſelf 
create your Happineſs, and Cynthia ſhall be this Night 
your Bride Do but conceal my Failings, and forgive. 


Mel. Upon ſuch Terms, I will be ever yours in er ry 


honeſt Way. 5 SCENE 
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$CENE XxX 
Maskwell 6/24 introduces Lord Touchwood, and retires. 
Mask. nun here, but I muſt not 


SCENE XX. 


" Lalp Touchwood, 1 Touchweod, Mellefont. 


Led. 7. Hell and Amazement ! ſhe's in Tears. 

L. J. [Kneeling] Eternal Bleflings thank you — Ha! 
My Lord liſt ning! O Fortune has o erpaid me all, ali alt: 
ny own |! LA.. 

Mel. Nay, I beſeech you riſe. | 

L T. [ Abud.] Never, never ! IIl grow to the Ground, 
be buried quick beneath it, ere I'll be co. to ſo 
damn'd a Sin as Inceſt ! unnatural Inceſt ! 

Mel. Ha! © 

L. T. O cruel Man, will you not let me gu for- 
give all that's paſt—O Heav'n, you will not raviſh me! 

Mel. Damnation 

Id. T. Monſter, Dog ! your Life ſhall anſwer chi 

[Draws and runs at Mel. is held by Lady Touchwood. 

L. T. O Heav'ns my Lord! Hold, hold, for Heav'n's 

Mel. Confuſion, my Uncle! O the damn'd Sorcereſs ! 

L. 7. Moderate your Rage, good my Lord! He's mad, 
alas he's mad—Indeed he is, my Lord, and knows not what 
he does—See how wild he looks. 

Mel. By Heav'n twere ſenſclels not to be mad, and 
ke en 

L. T. 
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L. T. My Lord, you hear him, he talks idly. 
ILA. T. Hence from my Sight, thou, living Infamy to 

ay Name; when next I ſee that Face, I'll write Villain 

in't with my Sword's Point. 
Mel. Now, by my Soul, I will not go till I have made 
known my Wrongs—Nay, till I have made known yours, 


which (if poſſible) are grezter—though ſhe has all the 
'Hoſt of Hell her Servants. 


I. T. Alas he raves! Talks very Poetry. For Heav's' * 


fake away my Lord, he'll cither cempe you to Extrara- 
gance, or commit ſome. himſelf. 

Mc]. Death and Fuaies, will you not — 
by Heav'n ſhe laughs, grins, points to your Back; the 
forks out Cuckoldom with her Fingers, and you re run · 
ning Horn: mail aſter your Fortune. 

. Gs is going ſhe turns back and file at him, 
* T. I fear he's eee e to 

m. 115 

Ml Send him to hee. 

L. T. Come, come, good my *. my mas akes b, 
I ſhall faint is I tay. 
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Melleſont alone, . _ 


Mel. O I could curſe my Stars, Fate and . 
Cauſes and Accidents of Fortune in this Life! But to what 
Purpoſe ? Yet, ſdeath, fora Man to have the Fruit of all 
his Induſtry grow. full and ripe, ready to drop into his 
Mouth, and juſt when he holds out his Hand to gather 
it, to have a ſudden Whirlwind come, tear up Tree 
and all, and bear away che very Root and Foundation of 
his Hopes ; What Temper can contain? They talk of ſend- 
ing Maskwell to me; I never had more need of him 


Bu 
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But what can he do? Imagination cannot form a fairer 
and more plauſible Defgn than this of his which has mii 


my precious Aunt, I ſhall never thrive with, 
out I deal with the Devil, or another Woman, 


Women like Flames oe a defiroying Pow'r, 
Mer to be guench's, till tb ann 


ACT v. SCENE 77 


Lady Touch wood and Mask well. 


1 W 45 T not lucky ? 

Mast. Lucky | Fortune is Tour am, ond 
tis her Intereſt ſo to be: by Heav'n I believe you can 
control her Pow'r, and ſhe fears it ; though Chance 
brought my Lord, twas your own Art that turn'd it to 
Advantage. 

L. T. 'Tis true it might have been my Ruin——Put 
youder's.my Lord, I believe he's coming to find you, I'll 
not be ſeen. 1 


e 


SCENE I. 


n afus. 


Mak. $0; 1 durſt not own my introducing my Lord, 
though it ſucceeded well for her, for ſhe would have ſuſ- 


peed a Deſign which I ſhould have. been puzzled to 

excuſe. My Lord is thoughtful—I'll be ſo too yet hy 

mall know my Thoughts ; or think he doe: 
SCENE 
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„ N 
[To him] Lord Touchwood. 


Mark. What have I done? 

Id. 7. Talking to himſelf ! 

' Mack, Tos honeft—and ſhall I be rewarded for it? 
No, ewas honeſt, therefore I ſhan't ;—Nay, rather there 
fore I ought not ; for it rewards it ſelf. 

Ld. 7. Unequall'd Virtue! [ Able. 

Mast. But ſhould it be known ! then I have loſt a 
Friend! He was an ill Man, and I have gain'd ; for half 
my ſelf I lent him, and that I have recall'd; fo I have 
ſerved my ſelf, and what is yet better, I have ſerved 8 
| worthy Lord to whom I owe my ſelf. 

Id. T. Excellent Man! WE” 1 

Mask. Yet I am wretched—O there is a Secret bum 
within this Breaſt, which ſhould it once blaze forth, would 
ruin all, conſume my honeſt Character, and brand me 
with the Name of Villain. 

T4. T. Ha! 

Mast. Why do I love! Vet Heav'n and my waking 
Conſcience are my Witneſſes, I never gave one working 
Thought a Vent, which might diſcever that I lov'd, nor 
ever muſt ; no, 'let it prey upon my Heart ; for I would 
rather die, than. feem once, barely ſeem, diſhoneſt :—O, 
ſhould it once be known I love-fair-Cy#thia, all this that 
I have done, would look like Rival's Malice, falſe Friend- 
fp to my Lord, and baſe Self- intereſt. Let me periſh 
firit, and from this Hour avoid all Sight and Speech, and, 
if I can, all Thought of that pernicious Beauty. Ha! 
But what is my Diſtraction doing? I am wildly talking to | 
my ſelf, and ſome ill Chance might have directed malicious 
Ears this way. | [Seems to flart, ſeeing my Lord. 
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Ld. T. Start not—let guilty and diſhoneſt Souls ſtart 
at the Revelation of their Thoughts, but be thou fi d, as = 
is thy Virtue, 

Marl. I am confounded and beg yeur Lordſhip's Par- 
don for thoſe free Di which I have had with my 
WK - 

Ld. T. Come, I beg your Pardon that I over-heard you, 
and yet it ſhall not need—Honeſt Mashwe#? thy and my 
good Genius led me hither Mine, in that I have diſ- 
cover d ſo much manly Virtue ; thine, in that thou ſhalt 
have due Reward of all thy Worth. Give methy Hand-- 

my Nephew is the alone remaining Branch of all our an- 
Gene Family ; him I thus blew inrey; pad eras ce 
in his room to be my Hei. 

Mat. Now Heav'n forbid 4 

Id. T. No more I have reſoly'd—The Writings are 
rady drawn, and wanted nothing but to be ſign'd, and 
have his Name inſerted— Vours will fill the Blank as well 
I will have no Reply—Let me command this time 3 
for tis the laſt, in which I will aſſume — 
hereafter, you ſhall rule where I have Power. 

Mask. I humbly would Petition ——— 

Ld. T. Ist for your ſelf. Mask. pauſes. II hear of 
xought for any Body elſe. 

Mask. Then Witneſs Heav'n for me, this Wealth and 
Honour was not of my ſeeking, or would I build my 
Fortune on another's Ruin: I had but one Deſire 

'Ld. 7. Thou ſhalt enjoy it—1f all Tm worth in 
Wealth or Intereſt can purchaſe Cynthia, ſhe is thine. — 
I'm ſure Sir Paas Conſent will follow Fortune; I'll 
quickly ſhew him which way that is going. 

Matt. You oppreſs me with Bounty; my Gratitude is 
weak, and ſhrinks beneath the Weight, and cannot riſe to 
thank you—What, enjoy my Love! Forgive the Franſ- 
ports of a Blefling ſo unexpeAted, ſo unhop'd for, _ un- 
thought of! 

Ld. T. I will confirmit, and rejoice with thee. 
SCENE 
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Maskwell alone. 


| Mack. This is proſp rous indeed Why let him find 
me out a Villain, ſettled: in Poſſeſſion of a fair Eſtate, and 
full Fruition of my Love, I'll bear the Railings of a loſing 
Gameſter But ſhon'd he find me out before ! 
tis dangerous to delay- et me thinx 
ſhou'd my Lord — . of my Marriage 
with Cynthia, all muſt he diſeover d, and Melleſant can be 
no longer blinded.——.[I mu nat be; nay, ſhou'd 
my Lady know itm—————8y, then were fine Work in- 
deed ! Her Fury wou d ſpare nothing, "tho' ſhe involy!d 
her (elf in Ruin. No, it maſt be by Stratagem 1 
maſt deceive Mellefont once more, and get my Lord to 
conſent to my private Management. He comes oppor- 
tunely Now will I. in my old way, diſcover the 
whole and real Truth of the Mater to him, that he may 
not ſuſpe ct one Word ont. N 


No Mark like open Truth to cover Lyes, 
| patter 1 is the nene 
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SCENE v. 


FTo him] Mellefont. 


Mel O Mashwwell, what Hopes ? I am confounded 15 
maze of Thoughts, each leading into another, and all end- 


ing in Perplexity. My Uncle will not ſee, nor hear me 
J | N | 42 bo Mp vs 1 # ; Mak. 
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Mask. No matter, Sir, nnn 


in my PoWw-¼õer. 
Mel. How ? for bar fs rake? | 
Mak. Little do you think that your Aunt has kept her 
Ward, Ho the Devil ſhe wrought my Lo into this 
Dotage, I know not; but he's gone to Sir Paul about my 
Marriage with Cynthia, and has appointed me his Heir. 
| Mel. The Devil he has! What's to be done? 
| Mak. I have it, it muſt be by Stratagem ; for it's in 
uin to make Application to him. I think I have that in 
Head that cannot fail: Where's Cynthia ? 
Mel. In the Garden. 
Mark. Let us go and conſult ber, my Life for young 
I cheat my Lord. 


SCENE vi. 


Lord Touchwoed, Lady Touchwood. 
LI. 7. Maskwel! your Heir, and marry Cynthia! 
Ld. T. I cannot do too much for ſo much Merit. 
L. T. But this is a thing of too great Moment to be ſo 
ſuddenly reſoly d. Why Cynthia? Why muſt he be mar. 
yd? Is there not reward enough in raifing his low Nor- 
tune, but he muſt mix his Blood with mine, and wed my 
Nice? How know you that my Brother will conſent,or ſhe? 
Nay, he himſelf perhaps may have Affections otherwhere. 
Ld. T. No, I am convinc'd he loves her. - 
L. T. Maskwell love Cynthia, impoſſible ! 
IC. T. I tell you, heconfeſs'd it to me. F 
L. T. Confuſion ! How's this F722 
I. 7. His Humility long ftifled his Paſſion: And his 
Loe of Melleſont would have made him ſtill conceal it. — 
But by Encouragement, I wrung the Secret from him: 


adknow he's no way to be rewarded but in her. I'll _ 
er 


E 829 
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fer my farther Proceedings in it, till you have conſider d 
— we ecw hath DEE | 


SCE N E VII. 


Lady Touchwood ahne. 


L. T. Both indebted to him ! Yes, we are both in- 
debted to him, if you knew all, Villain! Oh, I am wild 
with this Surprize of Treachery: It is impoſſible, it can- 
not be. He love Cynthia ! What have I been Bawd to his 
Deſigns, his Property only, a baiting Place! Now I fee 
what made him falſe to Me//efont, — Shame and IA 
traction ! I cannot bear it, oh! what Woman can bear to 
be a Property ? To be kindled to a Flame, only to 
light him to another's Arms; oh! that I were Fire indeed, 
that I might burn the vile Traitor. What ſhall 
I do ? Hew ſhall 1 think? I cannot think. 
All my Deſigns are loſt, my Love unſated, my Revenge 
unfiniſh'd, and freſh cauſe of Fury from unthought of 
Plagues. 


SCENE vill. 


[To ber] Sir Paul. 


Bir Paul. Modem, Siſter, my Lady Siſter, did youſee 
my Lady my Wife ? 

L.. T. Oh! Torture! 

Sir Paul. Gads bud, I can't find her high nor low; 

where can ſhe be, think you:? 
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L. 7. Where ſhe's ſerving you, as all your Sex ought to 
he ſerv'd ; making you a Beaſt, Don't you have ane 
ro Fil; Brotber ? | 
Sir Paul. A Fool; he, he, he, you're No 
net I, I know no ſuch Matter. 

L. 7. Why then you don't know half your Happineſs. 

Sir Paul. That's a Jeſt with all my Heart, faith and 
troth, —But hark ye, my Lord told me ſomething of a 
Revolution of things; I don't know what to make on't, 
———-Gad's-bud I muſt conſult my Wife, — he talks 
of difinheriting his Nephew ; and I don't know what, — 
Look you, Siſter, I muſt know what my Girl has to truſt 
to ; or not a Syllable of a Wedding, Gads-bud—to ſhew 
youthat I am not a Fool. 

L. 7. Hear me; conſent to the breaking off this Mar- 
rage, and the promoting any other, without confulting 
me, and III renounce all Blood, all Relation and Concern 
with you for ever, ——nay, I'll be your Enemy, and 
purſue you to Deſtruction, I'll tear your Eyes out, and 
tread you under my Feet. 

Sir Paul. Why, what's the Matter now ? Good Lord, 
what's all this for? Pooh, here's a Joke indeed——Why, 
where's my Wife? 

L. 1. With Carel, in the doſe Arbour ; he may 
want you by this time, as muchas you want her. 

Sir Paul. O, if ſhe be with Mr. Careleſs, ' tis we 

nough. 
, I. . Fool, Sot, inſenũble Ox ! But remember what I 
aid to you, or you had better eat your own Horns, by 
this Light you hal. 

Sir Paul. Ygu're a paſſionate Woman, Gad's-bud, —— 
But to ſay Truth, all our Family are Cholerick ; I am the 
only n Perſon amongft em. | | 
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SCENE 
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SCENE K. 
Mellefont, Maskwell 4nd Cynthia. 
Mel. I know no other Way but this he has propos d; 


if you have Love enough to run the Venture. 
nt. I don't know whether 1 have Love enough 


but I find I have Obſtinacy enough to purſue whatever [ 
have once reſolv'd ; and a true Female Courage to oppoſe 


any thing that reſiſts my Will, tho? 'twere Reaſon it felf, 

Mask. That's right,. Well, Pl! ſecure the Writings, 
and run the Hazard along with you. 

Cynt. But how can the Coach and Six Horſes be got 
ready without Suſpicion ? | 

Mack. Leave it to my Care; that ſhall be ſo far from 
being ſuſpected, that it ſhall be got ready by my Lord's 
own Order. | 

Mel. How ? | 

Mask. Why, I intend to tell my Lord the whole Matter 
of our Contrivance, that's my way, 

Nel. I don't underſtand you. 

Mask. Why, I'll tell my Lord, I laid this Plot with 
you, on purpoſe to betray you ; and that which put me 
upon it, was, the finding it impoſſible to gain the Lady 
any other way, but in the Hopes of her marrying you.— 

Mel. So — 

Mas. So, why ſo, while you're buſied in making your 
ſelf ready, I'll wheedle her into the Coach; and inſtead of 
you, borrow my Lord's r and ſo run away with 
her my ſelf, 

Mel. OI conceive you, you'll tell him ſo? 

Mask. Tell him fo! ay, why you don't think I mean 
to do ſo? "a 

Mel. No, no; ha, ha, Idare ſwear thou wilt . 


erer 
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Mast. Therefore for our farther Security, I would have 
jou diſguis'd like a Parſon, that if my Lord ſhould have 
Curioſity to peep, he may not diſcover you in the Coach, 
bat think the Cheat is carried on as he would have it. 

Mel. Excellent Maskavel?! thou wert certainly meant 
for a Stateſman or a Jeiuit,— but thou art too honeſt - 
for one, and too pious for the other. 

Mack. Well; get your ſelves ready, and meet me in half 
1 Hour, yonder in my Lady's Dreſſing Room go by the 
hack Stairs, and fo we may flip down without being ob- 
ferv'd.—PU ſend the Chaplain to you with his Robes; I 
have made him my owng—and ordered him to meet us 
t Morrow Morning at St. A/bans; there we will ſum up 
this Account, to all our Satisfactions. 

Mel. Should I begin to thank or praiſe thee, I ſhould 
valle the * time we have. 


Mask. Madam, you an be 14077 oh | 

Cyst. I will be punQual to the Minate.  [Going. 

Mack. Stay, I have a Doubt Upon ſecond Thoughts 
ve had better meet in the Chaplain's Chamber here, the 
comer Chamber at this end of the Gallery, there is a back 
way into it, ſo that you need not come through this 
Door——anda Pair of private Stairs leading down to the 
dables — It will be more convenient. 
Cynt. T am guided by you, but Mellifant will miſtake, 
Mask. No, no, I'll after him immediately, and tell kim. 
Cynt, IWIll wothall. 4 
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Maskwell ale. 

Mask. Why, qui vlt decipi decipiatur.—"Tisno Fault 
of mine, I had told em in plain Terms, how eaſy tis 
for me to cheat 'em ; and if they will not hear the Ser- 
pent's Hiſs, they muſt be ſtung into Experience, and fu- 


ture Caution,—— Now to my Lord to conſent to 
this. But firſt J muſt inſtruct my little Levite ; 
there is no Plot, publick or private, that can expect to 
proſper without one of them has a Finger in't, he promi- 
ſed me to be within at this Hour, —— Mr. Seygrace, Mr. 


Saygrace. [Goes to the Chamber Door, and knocks, 


SCENE XII. 
Maskwell, Saygrace. 

(Mr. Saygrace, hoking out.] Sweet Sir, I will but pen 
the laft Line of an Acroſtick, and be with you in the 
twinkling of an Ejaculation, in the pronouncing of an 
Amen, or before you ca 

Mask. Nay, good Mr. Saygrace, do not prolong the 


Time, by deſcribing to me the Shortneſs of your Stay ; 
rather if you pleaſe, defer the finiſhing of your Wit, and 
let us talk about our Buſineſs, it ſhall be Tithes in your 
way. 

Sag. [Enters] You ſhall prevail, I would break off in 

the middle of a Sermon to do you à Pleaſure. 

Mask. You could not do me a greater, except 
the Buſineſs in hand Have you provided a Habit 
for Mellefone ? fo 
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with a clean ſlarch'd Band and Cuffs. 

Mast. Good, let them be carry'd to him, —have you 
litch d the Gown Sleeve, that he may be puzzled, and 
waſte time in putting it on? 1 

San. I have; the Gown will not be «ndued without 

Mast. Meet me in half an Hour, here in your own 
Chamber. When Cynthia comes, let there be no Light, 
and do not ſpeak, that ſhe may not diſtinguiſh you from 
Melkfont. Fil urge haſte, to excuſe your Silence. 

Sayg. You have no more Commands? FA 

Mack. None, your Text is ſhort. 

Jag. But pithy, and I will handle it with Diſcretion, 

Mark. It will be the firſt you have fo ſerv'd. 


SCENE Xl 
Lord Touchwood, Maskwell. 


Ld. Z. Sure I was born to be controlled by thoſe I 
ſhould command: My very Slaves will ſhortly give me 
Rules how I ſhall govern them. 

Mark, Jam concern'd to ſee your 
50 d— | 
Id. T. Have you ſeen my Wife lately, or diſoblig d 
ber? | 
Mast. No my Lord. What can this mean! 


ET 


Ld. T. Then Mellefont has urg'd ſome Body to incenſe _ 


her—Something ſhe has heard of you which carries her 
beyond the Bounds of Patience. 0 

Mask. This I fear d. [Ade] Did not your Lordſhip 
tell her of the Honours you deſigu d me? 


Ld. . Yes. | | 
| E | Masi. 


= 
Lordſhip diſcom. 
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Masi. Tis chat; you know my Lady has a high Spi- 
rit, ſhe thinks I am unworthy. 

Ld. T. Unworthy ! "Tis an ignorant Pride in her to 
think fo——Honefty to me is true Nobility. How- 
ever, tis my Will it ſhall be ſo, and that ſhou d be con- 
vincing to her as much as Reaſon By Heav'n, 
III not be Wife ridden ; were it poſſible, it ſhould be 
done this Night. 

Mask. By Heav'n he meets my Wiſhes, Cc! Few 
Things are impoſſible to willing Minds. 

Ld. 7. Inftrut me how this may be done, you ſhall 
ſee I want no Inclination. | 

Mask. I had laid a ſmall Deſign for to Morrow (as 
Love will be inventing) which I thought to communi- 
ere 2 your Lordſhip But it may be gs well done to 

ght. 

Ld. Z. Here's Company Come this way, and 
tell me. 


SG EN E XIV. 
| Careleſs and Cynthia. 


1 
Care. Is not that he, now gone out with my Lord? 
nt. Ves. 
Care. By Heav'n there's Treachery The Confuſion 
that I ſaw your Father in, my Lady Touchwood's Paſſion, 
with what imperfectiy I over-heard between my Lord 
and her, confirm me in my Fears. Where' s Mellefont? 
Cynt. Here he comes. 


SCENE 
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s c EN E xv. 
[To them] Mellefont. 
Sat. Did Mas laueli tell you any thing of the Chaplain's 
Chamber ? 
Mel. No; my Dear, will you get ready— the Things 


are all in my Chamber; I want nothing but the Habit. 


Care. You are betray'd, and Mantel is the Villain I 
always thought him. 


Ot. When you were gone, he faid his Mind was 
chang'd, and bid me meet him in the Chaplain's Room, 
pretending immediately to follow you, and give you 
Notice. 

Mel. How! 

Care. There's Saygrate tripping by with a Bundle un- 
der his Arm He cannot be ignorant that Maskawell 
means to uſe his Chamber ; let's follow and examine him. 

Mel. 'Tisloſs of Time I cannot think him falſe. 
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SCENE XVI. 


Cynthia, Lord Touchw ood. 


Cynt. My Lord muling ! 

Ld. Z. He has a quick Invention, if this were ſuddenly 
n. he ſays he had prepar'd my Chaplain 
already. 

Cynt. How's this! Now I fear indeed. 


as Af Cynthia here! Alone, fair Couſin, and melan- 
0 


4 Vour Lordſhip was W 
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Ld. T. My Thoughts were on ferious Buſineſs, not 


worth your hearing. 

Cynt. Mine were on Treachery concerning you, and 
may be worth your hearing. 

Ld. T. Treachery concerning me! Pray be plain 
Hak!]! What Noiſe! * 

Mask. [Within.] Will you not hear me? 

L. T. (Within) No, Monſter ! Traitor! No. 
Cynt. My Lady and Maskwell ! this may be lucky— 
My Lord, let me intreat you to ſtand behind thisSkreen, 
and liſten; perhaps this Chance may give you Proof of 
what you ne'er could have ann * my Suſpicions, 
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Lady Touchwood avith a Dagger, Maskwell : Cyuthia 
2nd Lord Touchwood abſcond, liftning. : 


L. . You want but Leiſure to invent freſh Falſhood, t; 

and ſooth me to a fond Belief of all your Fictions; but I | 
will ſtab the Lye that's forming in your Heart, and fave 
* a Sin, in pity to your Soul. 10 

Mask. Strike then — Since you will have j it ſo. 

L. T. Ha! A ſteady Villain to the laſt! 

Mask. Come, why do you dally with me thus? 

L. T. Thy ſtubborn Temper ſhocks me, and you knew 
it would — this is Cunning all, and not Courage; no 1 
know thee well: But thou ſhalt miſs.thy Aim. 

Mask. Ha, ha, ha. 

L. 7. Ha! Do you mock my Rage? Then this ſhall h 
puniſh your fond, raſh Contempt! Again Smile ! | 


[ Goes to ftrike. 
And ſuch a Smile as ſpeaks in . Aa 
Ten thouſand Meanings lurk in each Corner of that 
various Face. | 


wy By 
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O! That they were written in thy Heart, 
That I, with this, mi Hrn 
But then 'twill be too late to know 
Thou haſt, thou haſt found the only way to turn my 
Rage; Toe well thou know'ſt my jealous Soul cou'd 
never bear Uncertainty. Speak then, and tell me—Yet 
are you filent? Oh, I am wilder'd in all Paffions ! But thus 
my Anger melts. [Weeps] Here, take this Poniard, for 
my very Spirits faint, and I want Strength to hold it, 
thou haſt diſarm'd my Soul. [Gives the Dagger. 

Ld. . Amazement ſhakes me—Where will this end? 

Mask. So, tis well let your wild Fury have a Vent; 
| and when you have Temper, tell me. 

I. T. Now, now, now I am calm, and can hear you. 

Mack. | Afide.) Thanks, my Invention; and now I 
have it for you.——Firſt tell me what urg d you to this 
Violence? For your Paſſion broke in ſuch imperſect 
Terms, that yet I am to learn the Cauſe. 

L. T. My Lord himſelf ſurpriz'd me with the News, 
you were to marry Cynthia— T hat you had own'd your 
Love to him, and his Indelgence would aſſiſt you to at- 
tain your Ends. 

Cynt. How, my Lord! 

Ld. T. Pray forbear all Reſentments for a While, and 
let us hear the reſt. 

Mack. I grant you in Appearance all is true I ſeem'd 
conſenting to my Lord; nay, tranſported with the Bleſ- 
ing But could you think that I, who had been hap: 
Py in your lov'd Kinkraces, could e er be fond of an in- 
ferior Slavery ? 

Ld. T. Ha! O Poiſon tomy Ears! What do hear! | 

Cynt. Nay, good my Lord, forbear Reſentment, let us 
hear it out. 

LA. T. Yes, I will contain, tho? I cou'd burſt. 
 Mask. I that had wanton'd in the rich Circle of your 
World of Love, cou'd be confin'd within the puny Pro- 


vince of a Girl? No Vet tho' I dote on each laſt Fa- 
E 3 | vour 
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vour more than all the reſt; though I would give a Limb 
for every Look you cheaply throw away on any other 
Object of your Love; yet ſo far I prize your Pleaſures 
o'er my own, that all this ſeeming Plot that I have laid, 
has been to gratify your Taſte, and cheat We 
prove a faithful Rogue to you. 

I. . If this were true But how can it be? 

Mack. I have ſo contriv'd, that Melleſont will preſently, 
in the Chaplain's Habit, wait for Cynthia in your Dreſſing- 
Room: But I have put the Change upon her, that ſhe 
may be otherwhere employ'd — Do' you procure her 
Night Gown, 'and with your Hoods tied over your Face, 
meet him in her ſtead ; you may goprivately by the back 
Stairs, and unperceiv d, there you may propoſe to re- 
inſtate him in his Uncle's Favour, if he'll comply with 
your Deſires; his Caſe is deſperate, and I believe he'll 
Yield to any Conditions, If not, here take this; you 
may employ it better, than in the Heart of one who is 
nothing when not yours. [Gives the Dagger. 

L. 7. Thou can'ſt deceive every nnr thou 
haſt deceiv'd me; but tis as I would wiſh, — Traſy 
Villain! I could worſhip thee, — 

Masi. No more. — it wants but a few Minutes ofthe 


time; and Me/lefont's Love will carry him there before his 


Hour. 
L.T. Igo, I fly, incomparable Mazckwell! 
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S CE N E XVII. 
Maskwell, Cynthia, Lord Touchwood. | 
Mak. Se this was a Pinch indeed, my Invention was 
upon the Rack ; and made Diſcovery of her laſt Plot: I 
hope Cynthia and my Chaplain will be ready, PI Prepare 
for the Expedition, | 
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Cynthia and Lord Touchwood. 


Cynt. Now, my Lord? © 

14. 7. Aftoniſhmene bindsup my Rage ! Villany pan 
Villany ! Heav'ns, re 
this diſcover d! I am confounded when I look back, and 
want a Clue to guide me through the various Mazes of 
unheard of Treachery. My Wife! Damnation! my Helly 

Cynt. My Lord, have Patience, and be ſenſible how 
great our Happineſs is, that this Diſcovery was not made 
doo late. 

Ld. T. I thank you, yet it may be till too late, if we 
, don't preſently prevent the Execution of their Plats 2. 
Ha, I'll do't. Where's Mellfont, my poor injur d Nephew, 
How ſhall I make him ample Satisfaction? 

Cynt. I dare anſwer for him. 

Id. T. Ido him freſh Wrong to queſtion his Forgive. 
neſs ; for I knew him to be all Goodneſs, — ——Yet my 
Wife! Damn her, Shell think to meet him in that 
Dreſing-Room ; ——Was't not ſo? And Maikwell will 


expe& you in the Chaplain's Chamber. For once, Pl 
add my Plot too. let us haſte to find out, and inſorm 
| my Nephew; and do you, quickly as you can, bring all 
the Company into this Gallery, —Pl! expoſe the Strum: 
pet, and * Villain. 
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Lord Froth and Sir Paul. 


Ld. Froth. By Heavins I have ſlept an Age—Sir Paul, 
what a Clock is't? Paſt Eight, on my Conſcience, -my 
Lady's is the moſt inviting Couch ; and a Slumber there, 
is the prettieſt Amuſement! But where's all the Com. 
pany ! 

Sir Paul. The Company, Gads-bud, I don't know, my 
Lord, but here's the ſtrangeſt Revolution, all turn'd toply 

; as I hope for Providence. 

Id. Froth. O Heav'ns, what's the matter? Where's my 
Wife? | 
Sir Paul. All turn d topſy turvy as ſure as Gun. 

I. Froth. How do you mean ? My Wife! 

Sir Paal. The ſtrangeſt Poſture of Affairs ! 

Id. Froth. What, my Wife 

Sir Paul. No, no, I mean the Family, — Your Lady's 
Affairs may be in a very good Poſture; I ſaw her goin 
the Garden with Mr. Brisk. 

Id. Froth. How? where, when, what to do? 

Sir Paul. I ſuppoſe they have been lying their Heads 
together. | 

L. Froth, How? _ 1 

Sir Paul. Nay, only about Poetry, Iſuppoſe, my Lord ; 
making Couplets. 

Ld. Froth. Couplets. 
Sir Paul. O, here they come. 


The Dabu Dirt. Tos 


ü them} Pad Froth, Brick. 


Brick. My Lord, your humble Servant; Sir Pawl yours, 
the fineſt Night! 

L. Froth. My Dear, Mr. rut and I have deen gau. 
gazing, I don't know how long. 

Sir Paul. Does it not tire your Ladytipy are not you 
weary with looking up? 

L. Froth. Oh, no, I love it violently, —My Dur, 
you're melancholy, . 

Ld. Froth. No, my Dear; I'm but juſt 3 — 

L. Froth. Snuff ſome of my Spirit of Hartſhorn. 
Ld. Hub. I've ſome of my own, thang you, my. 
Dear. 

L. Froth. Well, I ſwear, Mr. Brick, you underſtood 
Aſtronomy like an old Egyptian. 

Brick, Notcomparably to your A you are the 
rery Cynthia of the Skies, and Queen of | 

L. Froth. That's becauſe I have no Light, but what's 
by Reflexion from you, whoare the Sun. 

Bri. Madam, you have Eclipid me quite, let me 
periſh, I can't anſwer that. 

L. Froth. No matter,  Hark*ee, ſhall you and I 
make an Almanack together. 


Brick. With all my Soul, —Your Ladyſhip has made 
me the Man in't already, I'm io rr fone pets 
you have given. 

L. Froth. O finely taken fear now you are even 
with me, O Parnaſſus, you have an infinite deal of Wit. 
* Paul. So he has, Gadi- bud, and ſo has your Lady- 

P. 
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[To then] Lady Plyant, Careleſs, Cynthia. 
I. P. You tell me moſt ſurprizing things; bleſs me, 
who would ever truſt a Man ? O my Heart akes for fear 
they ſhould be all deceitful alike. 

Care. You need not fear, Madam, you have Charms 
to fix Inconſtancy it ſelf, 
I. P. O dear, you make me bluſh, 
Id. Froth, Come, my Dear, ſhall we take leave of my a 
Lord and Lady? 
Cynt. They'll wait upon your Lordſhip preſently. 
L. Froth. Mr. Brisk, my Coach ſhall ſet you down. 
All. What' s the matter ? 

3 2 Sbriel t the Corner of the Stage, 
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(To them] Lady Touchwood runs out affrighted, ny 
| Lord after her, like a Parſon. 


L. 7. O I'm betray'd. Save me, help me. 

ILA. T. Now what Evaſion, Strumpet? 

L. 7. Stand off, let me go. | 

Id. T. Go, and thy own Infamy purſue thee. — You 

| Rare as you were all amazed, I don't wonder at it, 
— but too ſoon Faſt know | mine, and that Woman's 
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Lord Touchwood, Lord Froth, Lady Froth, Lady Plyant; 
Sir Paul, Cynthia, Mellefont, Maskwell ; Mellefont / 
guiſed in a Parſon's Habit and pulling in Maalewell. 

Mel. Nay; by Heav'n you ſhall be ſeen.— Carek/e, 
your Hand; Do you hold down your Head? Teal am 

your Chaplain, look in the Face of your injur'd * 

thou Wonder of all Falſhood. 
Id. 7. Are you ſilent, Monſter? © 

M:1. Good Heav'ns! How I believ'd and lov'd this Man l 

fake him hence, for he's un Diſcaſe to my Sight. | 

Id. 7. Gocnrs that mantel Vile. 


| [Servant five bw. 
Care. Mirade of Ingratitude! | 
Brick. This is all very ſurprizing, let me periſh. 
I. Froth. You know I told you Saturn look'd a little 
more angry than uſual. 


1d. T. We I think of Puniſhment at Leiſure, bat le 


me haſten to do Juſtice, in rewarding Virtue and wrong'd 
Innocence ——Nephew, I hope I 3 
Cynthia's. a 
Mel. We are your Lordſhip's Creatures. | 

Ld. T. And be each others Comfort ;———Let me join 
your Hands, ——Unwearied Nights, and wiſhing Days 
attend you both ; mutual Love, laſting Health, and cir- 


+ cling Joys, tread round each happy Year of your long 


Lives. 


Let feeret villa from bence be ghs; 
Hou er in private Miſchieft are conceie/d, 
Torture and Shame attend their Birth; 


Like Vi pers in the Womb, baſe reachery Aer, | * 


Still gnawving that, whence rf it did ariſes. 
No ſooner born, nd the Fils Parent dies. 
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E PI LOG UE, 
Spoken by Mrs. Mount ford. 


I OU'D Poets but foreſee how Plays would take, 
Then they cou d tell awhat Epilogues to make; 
Whether to thank or blame their Audience not: | 

But that late Knowledge does much Hazard coſt, 
"Tilt Dice are thrown, there's nothing won, nor loft, 
So till the Thief has flol'n, be 1 


Whether he ſhall eſcape the Laab, or no. 
But Poets run much greater Hazard: far, 


Than they who land their Trials at the Bar; 
The Law provides a Curb fer its own Fury, 
And fuffers Judges to direct the Jury. | | 
But in this Court, what Diff*rence does appear 
For every one's both Fudge and Jury here; 0 
Nay, and what's worſe, an Executioner. 
All have a Right and Title to ſome Part, 
Each choofing that in which he has moſt Art. 
The dreadful Men of Learning all Confound, 
Unleſs the Fables good, and Moral found. 
The Vizor-Masks, that are in Pit and Gallery, 
Approve, or Damn the Repartee and Rallery. 
The Lady Criticks, who are butter read, 
Inquire if Characters are nicely bred; 
If the ſoft things are penn d and ſpoke with Grace: 
They Fudge of Action too, and Time, and Place; 
In which aue do not doubt but they're diſcerning, 
For that's a kind of Aſſignation Learning. 
Beaus judge of Dreſs ;\the Witlings judge of Songs ; 
The Cuckoldom, of Ancient Right, to Git, belongs. 
Thus poor Poets, the Fawour are deny'd, 9 
Even to make Exceptions, when they're Try d. 
"Tis hard that they muſt ev'ry one admit : 
Methinks I fee ſome Faces in the Pit, 
Which muſt of Conſequence be Foes to Wit. 
You who can Fudge, to Sentence may proceed; 

| But tho he cannot Write, let him 2 freed 
At leaſt from their Contempt, who cannot Read. 3 
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